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THE ANGEL OF LOVE. 



I. 

" Awake, sad Dreamer ! I will lead thee on 
To regions yet unmemoried by thee ; 
Up from the ground, which thou hast wept upon, 
And bring thy reed, and fastly follow me:" — 
These words I heard, obeying, for I knew 
Some spirit near my languid spirit drew. 

II. 

I heard a whisper soft, and thus the words : — 

" Thou sayest : Beauty from thy world hath flown. 

That flowers preach in vain, as sing the birds, 

And that their kindred graces seem unknown ; 

For men have scared Earth's angel-guides away 

As if obtrusive, flowering the clay. 

III. 

"But think not they have out of hearing flown; 
They do but hide in airy homes at hand, 
And when a sigh is breathed for them 'tis known. 
And soon around the sighing one they stand, 
And with a fanning pleasure of their wings 
Shower prism-light oijt all surrounding things. 
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IV. 

"And for thy prayers thou shalt have much of bliss- 
Some sorrows, too, for they will make thee wise. 
But Beauty shall be with thee e'en in this, 
And love shall wipe the darkness from thine eyes; 
And as for all thy tears so much we owe thee, 
The chambers of our dwelling-place we show thee. 

V. 

"Where yonder bird is toning like a lute, 
And flashing emerald .wings ia .purple skies. 
And the tall golden trees are listening mute. 
With blooming bells, like azure-circled eyes. 
That see in bliss, and tremble silver tears — 
There is our bright first step towards the spheres. 

VL 

"But first along this valley we will wander, 
For it is leyel with thine earthly home. 
Faintly it mirrors human life's meander, 
And mistly its radiance and gloom. 
Thou here wilt tarry till the spirit light 
Now lent thee rarifies for upward flight." 

vir 
We passed o'er shadowy fields that faintly moaned. 
In answer to a whispered sickle-stroke; 
Anon a distant bell rang muffle-toned, 
Then silvery; and awhile the shadows broke. 
Scattered by some stray intergleam of light, 
Whose passing made dull day to seem as night. 

vin. 
A rock-surrounded pool we reached, and there 
We rested, and I looked to the recess 
Under the rocks ; and forms like smoky air 
Came fast and flitted. In fantastic dress 
The water was arrayed, as o'er it sped 
Shadows of living crowds fast dropping dead. 



IHE ANGEL OF LOVE. 
IX. 

But oh, the place had horrors all its own, 
And seemed the dismal reigning land of Fate; 
The very air seemed waiting but to groan. 
And panting with its own all-wearying weight. 
As I looked up my angel-guide was gone. 
The sun was sunk, and I with gloom alone. 

X. 

The shadows of the place sunk in my soul, 
I felt them growing greater, stifling me ; 
Still sounded bells of sad and shivery toll. 
And merry ones, and voice of woe and glee. 
But, oh, how hollow seemed all joyous thought, 
Like faded gilding on a death-pall wrought. 

XI 

When as my eyes unto the darkness wore, 
Dimly I could discern surrounding things 
Till the dark seemed for viewing medium more 
Suited than light. What widely- wrapping wings 
Swept through the dense and desolate dim air. 
And pressed the land which trembled everywhere ! 

XII. 

But soon a heavy influence closed my eyes, 

I sank into a bed of rustling grass. 

Hearing the horror soften into sighs. 

And feeling all the darkness from me pass, 

Till lapped in lucent stillness calm I lay. 

Unconscious save of light, and willing so to stay. 

XIII. 

" Wake, happy sleeper ! I will lead thee on 

To regions yet unmemoried by thee." 

And saying thus my guide before me shone. 

I rose, and o'er a purple-misted sea 

We tripped together, till we reached a land 

Where every tree-branch seemed a potent wand ; 
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XIV. 

For when the scented wind the branches shook 
The dewdrops fell in showers upon the ground, 
And falling all the hues of flowers took, 
And rippled as a river's silver sound ; 
And birds of brighter hue amid the showers 
Flew upward and around to honeyed bowers. 

XV. 

"This is our first glad step towards the spheres. 
Hark ! yonder bird is toning like a lute, 
He waves his emerald wings as rapt he hears 
His happy mates, and for awhile is mute. 
Then circles flashing in the purple sky. 
Shaking down curls of hues and melody. 

XVI. 

"The purest joys of sense thy world doth know 
Are but a slight degree more gross than these; 
But here the light undimmed doth ever flow, 
Immortal sap impermeates the trees ; 
And flowers never die, but sleep and wake, 
And in their dreams new shining beauties take. 

XVII. 

"A thread of sense still holds thee to thy clay, 

Or thou couldst not return to earth again 

Save as we are, invisible to-day. 

And only seen in dream time's drowsy reign. 

Some years ere this can be may intervene. 

And thou must tell thy friends what thou hast seen." 

XVIII. 

I took my reed and softly 'gan to play. 
Soon all the place resounded to the strain. 
And when the echoes sang themselves away 
The birds awoke a murmurous refrain ; 
I wondered I could call such magic sound, 
And in a flood of tears I sank upon the ground. 



THE ANGEL OF LOVE. 
XIX. 

Then raising up myself and round me glancing, 
Oh, what delight of gentle things was there : 
Sportive creations just at rest from dancing, 
Flowers leaning toward me — beauty everyw^here : 
The silent-footed genii of the place 
Flitted like smiles upon a lovely face. 



XX. 

I wandered with my angel guide along : 



Birds hovering round us, fawn-like things pursuing, 
blowers breathing rapture, winds awaking song 
From every nook, and zephyrs' fingers strewing 
Haloes around, encircling each flower. 
Luring the butterflies from bower to bower. 

XXL 

Then straight before a mighty wall of green. 
Sunk in a valley, we delighted stood ; 
And oh, the soothing solace of the scene 
After the lustre we had passed, was good ! 
More than delight ! it was an emerald rest 
With sweet faint visions of flower-fancies blest. 

XXIL 

We stept within and seated in the shade 

Of the grand trees — a silver waterfall 

Trilled down a rock of dazzling diamond made. 

Light seemed a* sister to the echoes all 

Painting the airy likeness on the ground 

Of beauties, whence the echoes copied sound. 

XXIIL 

And listening, looking, wondering, I sate 
While she attuned her singing to the sound, 
Wearing upon her face the glory great 
That so irradiated sky and ground, 
And on my reed I played a soft refrain, 
Looking into her face to feel mine glow again. 
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XXIV. 

And poring on the light of her sweet face, 
Her form grew fainter, but the Hght increased, 
When, as the smile grew sweetest, not a trace 
Of anything was seen, except the least 
Faint ripple, dream-like wavering in my sight 
Until I lapsed to drowsy dim delight. 

XXV 

But such delight no tongue can fully speak : — 

My being was like an ^^olian lute. 

On which the music-loaded airs would wTeak • 

The ' overweight of rapture, quick to shoot 

The fiercest thrills of joy thro' every vein 

And nerve, and flooding o'er and thro' my brain. 

XXVL 

Then as the flood of harmony increased 

It overflowed the valley, and around 

Filled every place — high o'er the mountain's breast. 

Lifting me gently, 'twas by nothing bound. 

But rippling its sweet life upon the air. 

Joined everything in feeling wondrous rare. 

XXVH. 

And floating on the music stream I sped 

Higher and higher till I reached a cloud 

Glowing with glory, golden, silver, red, 

A vaporous region gorgeously proud; 

I stepped knee-deep in flowers of colored light. 

Feeling the sweet sound mingle with the sight. 

XXVIIL 

"Is this ANOTHER Step towards the spheres?" 

I looked, and straight my angel guide I saw; 

But oh, what distance off! yet still she hears 

And "Yes," she answers me. There was no law 

To keep sweet sounds from travelling that sweet place, 

And distance could not part a lovely face. 
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XXIX. 

And love was strong enough to bind throughout 

That vast and teeming world of radiance, 

As the air mingles this low world about — 

Its universal life-breath — as the glance 

Of the bright sun links half this world in light, 

So love did link all that which knew not night. 

XXX. 

"But why alone except with thee," I said, 
"When love is here the mighty influence 
For souls in social manners daily led 
Must largely mix to feel their loving sense. 
And wheresoe'er thou yet hast taken me 
No other kindred face 'twas mine to see?" 

XXXL 

"Content thee well; for oh, 'twere better rather," 
She answers me, "to almost be alone 
Seeing no joys but what 'twere good to gather 
That leave thee not in misery when flown ; 
For social love in highest heaven is found. 
And there alone complete withouten bound. 

xxxn. 
"And surely thou so much of pain hast seen 
In peopled passionland that thou would'st be 
Apart awhile as truly thou hast been 
In God's foreknowledge, ere He fashioned thee — 
Thy spirit must to fullest stature grow 
Ere it be great enough the best to know. 

XXXIIL 

"Here thou canst love the gay melodious things 
The birds — the zephyr-footed grazers too, 
The flowers, the golden river as it sings 
Its lay of sound and light — the sapphire dew. 
Thou wilt not lack for lessons how to love — 
The moon is up^— come seek the silver grove." 
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XXXIV. 

And, like a falling star, she twinkled down 

From her throned pearly hill, and stood beside me, 

Wrapped in a whi;e cloud, flowing as a gown 

It folded me around, to softly guide me 

Over a lake of azure, calm and vast. 

With great delightsome speed as faint winds passed. 

XXXV. 

We reached the silver grove, the moon still shining 
And mellowing the scene with emerald shade, 
The stars in numberless soft hues combining. 
Reflected on the leaves and gently laid, 
As dreams on dreams, o'er one another, till 
The waking wind should banish them at will. 

XXXVL 

Then would the colours flit to other bowers 
Where zephyrs were asleep, and when they stirred 
Vanish to fall in soft and soundless showers 
Upon the leaves again, while some sweet bird 
So dreamlike soothingly his carol sung 
That I seemed but to dream those dreams among. 

XXXVH. 

And when I breathed a strain into my reed 
The colours leapt and mingled flake with flake; 
The place was like a ripple softly freed 
And wavering in an iris-shadowed lake, 
And when my notes had ceased their echoing, 
A silence deep as love was o'er each thing. 

xxxvin. 
Then with my angel guide along I strayed. 
Looking and loving — breathing sweetest air. 
And, like a child, most genuinely played 
And frolicked with the sportive creatures there ; 
The birds came as I beckoned, gaily singing, 
Each a new love-lay emulously bringing 
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XXXIX. 

We reached a mountain of the purest white, 

Vast as an ocean, solitary grand, 

And up we wended, following the flight 

Of rays that sparkled from the crystal sand ; 

The height attained in solemn joy we stood 

Gazing to glowing skies in raptured mood. 



XL. 

And I am gazing still, alone — and round me 

I know the strife of earth is going on, 

And that the spell a little while that bound me 

Lives in the shadowland of things agone; 

Yet grieve I not, 'twas Love these wonders wrought. 

And I can love as they my soul have taught ! 

XLL 

Already are the flowers fairer seeming ; 

Already do my footsteps lighter bound ; 

Already Earth wears face of heavenly dreaming; 

Already rings a rhapsody of sound ; 

Dear angel, as my earthly path I trace, 

All will be bright when thinking of thy face. 
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INDOLENCE. 
Beatus ilk qui procul negotiis. 



I. 

Shall we find a goal to-day 
That our journey closes? 

Let us linger by the way 
And pluck the roses ! 

II. 
Why so eager on the road 
. In the shiny weather? 
Let us lay aside our load 
And sit together. 

III. 
Hear yon restless mortal say : — 

"Man, be *up and doing/ 
Sow your seed, to make your hay, 

Fleet time pursuing." 

IV. 

What care we to reap or sow? 

Flowers will still be blooming, 
Let us feel the free air flow, 

With bland perfuming. 

V. 

"Fill your money-bags with gold, 

Dally not with flowers. 
Buy with time what can be sold 

And coin the hours." 



A TWOFOLD DREAM II 

VI. 

Rather fill the senses all 

With the wealth of seasons, 
Be alive to Nature^s call, 

And list her reasons ! 

VII. 

Let the busybodies be, 

Arid till evening closes 
Come and breathe the balm with me. 

Or pluck the roses. 



A TWOFOLD DREAM. 
(An Experiment in Modulated Rhythm,) 

In a sweet valley, where the winds come and go — 
Laden with spices — lingering and slow, 
Lilla lies dreaming, O what are the dreams ! 
Moulding her smiles to the ripple of streams? 

Yonder's an opening, 'mid clustering trees, 

Some one peeps through it, and glorified, sees 

All the dear smiles on the slumberlit face, 

And he sighs. " Oh to dream all those visions of grace ! " 

Runneth the river on its musical feet. 
Bubble the eddies, and waveth the wheat, 
A scent from the blossom is steadily blown, 
Warbleth the willow- wren a fairy. like tone. 
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While to the waver and the witching of the sound, 
Her hair Hghtly moves, — and his heart seems to bound, 
And he sighs, yet again, "Oh to dream all the dreams 
Born of her pure spirit's tranquillised beams ! " 

• 

And he says half-believing, half-doubting the while : 
"Have the fairies ever ceased on the human to smile? 
Oh knew I their Queen, I would ask her a boon : — 
To dream Lilians dreams on this glorious noon ! " 

Rusheth the river, with a swelling tone. 
And a glorious gale from the meadow is blown, 
Trilleth the lark, with his merriest voice, 
Then silently seeketh the mate of his choice. 

Stilled are the breezes, — -stilled all the sound. 
Still are the trees, and the soft grassy ground. 
Soundless the river, — or soft as running sand. 
To him o'er whom Beauty waved opiate wand ! 

Who would not dream, and his vision believe, 
In a scene like this, that the fairies weave 
E'en as of old, all their magical spells. 
With delightsome dance in the dappling dells? 

So he, through his crevice, wondering saw 

A world of bright spirits — a land of new law ; 

For the place, like a dream, seemed at rest in the fold 

Of a veil misty-shining — a vapour of gold. 

Lilla lies sleeping, and around her throng 
Forms sweet and light, as the breath of a song ; 
Flitting to and fro, on fleeciest wings, 
Each one a tribute of loveliness brings. 
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One o'er her heart shakes a lily's bell, 
Whispering: — "Pure may thy pure thoughts dwell," 
One o'er her cheeks, trembles softly a rose : — 
" Health keep them bright as a garden of those." 

And one o'er her eyes, shakes a blue-bell flower : 
" Long may they beam in a happy bower, 
With a light as firmly tender and true 

As THOSE OF A LOVER WHO LOOKS ON YOU ! " 

At this she awoke, with a start and a blush, 
Ah ! the rose met the lily, and made it flush ! 
As the blue-bell eye, — 'neath its fringed shade 
Looked on the dreamer who dreamed with the maid. 

Over the meadows as now they walk. 

Much would they say, — yet little they talk ; 

Then he quietly asks : " My Lilla, what dreams 

Were those on your face, as I watched by the streams?" 

"You must guess," answered she, and he queried again. 
But as often he asked, it was labour in vain. 
Then he said, "Not alone in the dreamland were you. 
For I have been dreaming — blissfully too ! 

Of you were my dreams. Ah ! did yours fly to me ? " 
What could she answer? "Yes," whispered she. 
— Now, whether in fancy or in fact live they, 
Long live the fairies — is all I say. 
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ANTICIPATION. 

Lord Jesus, will it be to-day 
That I shall truly see Thy face? 
All other hopes and thoughts decay, 
And Thou alone with me hast place; 
Yet still I want Thee more and more, 
And what I have makes want increase. 
For life seems death — and death the door 
That waits to open into peace. 

Forgive me, if Fve so forgot 
My small deserving, bold to stand 
Before the light that shows each spot, 
And my red scroll in Thy white hand ! 
I want, and must express my need, 
I want my only joy to see, 
And I would fain, if only freed. 
Run frighted from myself to Thee. 



:o:- 



AT THE ALTAR. 

Sweet incense rising with my prayer 

For this dear altar loved so long. 

You make yon roses seem as fair 

As lilies with them in the throng; 

Awhile they melt and mix among 

The snowy candle's crowning flame, 

And tremble to the holy song 

That makes all heaven and earth the same, 
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So may love's soft and rosy light 
In human hearts be haloed round 
With purest aspirations bright, 
And Heaven inspire each lay to sound; 
May prayer keep holy all the ground, 
And faith burn brightly while we sing. 
And all our earthly loves be found. 
Encircled with a glory-ring. 



•:o:- 



MY LINNET 

I. 

How small a thing to bind a heart, 

A little feathered creature ! 
But there is less to do that part 
In many a haughty feature; 

One little heart I know is mine. 
One little song I deem divine, 
Two little eyes with love can shine 
For love's returning. 

II. 
If I am sad a little time 

Two little eyes are watching; 

And there's a sympathetic rhyme 

My own impression catching. 

But, Linnet, you shall not be sad, 
I'll wear a smile to make you glad, 
Ah ! now again right merry-mad. 
Your song's returning. 
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III. 

If with a social friend I laugh, 

A sharp and rapid twitter 
Is but of merriment the half, 
And halfs in eyes that glitter; 

And welcome is that little voice — 
Who would not in his heart rejoice, 
And bless you with a blessing choice, 
Your own returning? 

IV. 

Your gypsy brownies of the wild, 
Leaf-tented, now are sleeping; 
And trembling stars, all seraph-mild, 
A watch o'er them are keeping; 

But you, with ready social lays, 
Have learnt our own domestic ways. 
And sing to welcome curtained rays 
At eve returning. 

V. 

I do believe you fully know 

This chant of mine's about you ; 
Those eyes of yours so archly glow 
I surely cannot doubt you. 

But now, good night, my song must end. 
And what it lacks your own shall mend — 
Sweet dreams to Linnet and his friend. 
To roost returning. 



PREPARATION. 1 7 



FRIENDSHIP. 



We know not how our hearts are twined 
Till ties are snapped, and then we find 
That love thrives not on earthly breath, 
Tis only perfected in death. 
And those whose loss has left us lone 
Have left to make their value known ; 
Could we but call them back again 
Our hearts would chill, set free from pain; 
The best of earthly gifts are loss 
Without some shadow of the cross. 



PREPARATION. 

Prepare for martyrdom to-day. 

For now the heathen wrath awakes, 

To rage and desolate and slay. 

Hush ! hark ! the ground with terror shakes, 

The lions hunger for their prey. 

And stir the sod with earthquake tread. 

The world's wide theatre is gay 

With faces flushed blood-thirsty red. 

Now shall the flag of falsehood tower. 
Yet truth shall triumph in the fight; 
The tyrant's and the victim's power 
Shall both be victors ere the night. 
The one shall quaff the purple shower 
And blast with desolating breath, 
Yet yield its triumph in an hour, 
Because its life is born of death. 



1 8 THE LUTE. 



Oh, mother earth ! how long has slept 
Within thy sons that fiery leaven, 
Since Lawrence and Sebastian leapt 
To love's full height, and found it heaven. 
Hark ! in that wind mysterious swept, 
And sudden silence ghost-like near. 
Our saints have come to intercept 
The craven fiends that whisper fear. 

Tis long since arid earth has been 
Steeped grandly in the crimson flood, 
That nurtures blades of brighter green. 
And redder roses born of blood. 
Than in her summers lately seen; 
But she shall soon be richer clay. 
Oh, joy ! the knives are quivering keen. 
Prepare for matryrdom to-day. 



:o:- 



THE LUTE. 

She lay in her last serene repose, 

But I was sadder than death; 
A sound from the window-sill arose 

With the jasmines' odorous breath. 

For her lute by the window-sill was laid, 

And the breeze forgot its balm 
As it fondly lingered and sung, and played 

A desolate dreary psalm. 

Then I said to my friend, " Remove the lute, 

For silence is better to bear;" 
So he took the lute and laid it down 

On the bed — by her golden hair. 



THINE AND MINE. 1 9 

Then we prayed alone, and together wept, 

(But my sorrow was more within). 
Till, wearied much, a little we slept. 

Thinking that little a sin. 

Was it a dream's Elysian tone 

That brought us music again? 
Or was it one of her angel loves 

Seeking the buried strain, 
Yet adding so much of heaven thereto 

That we knew it not again? 

For we heard in the pauses of our sleep . 

Such marvellous measures of sound : — 
Euphonious waves of impassioned leap, — 

Soft pattering spray around, 

That fell on our eyelids, making us weep 
In a wonder of worship profound. 

Dear angel of life, and more in death ! 

At least' we know of thee — 
That music breathed with thy living breath 

And blends with thy memory. 



:o: 



THINE AND MINE. 

I. 

That smile of thine, can I forget? 

Ah, no ! it thrills me day and night ; 
It soothes my waking care and fret, 
And circles sleep with dreams of light. 

If all the gaudy world were mine 
T would pale ia that sweet smile of thine 
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II. 

That voice of thine, can that depart 
While music holds a charm for me? 

Oh ! ask this fond and beating heart 
All vocal with the thought of thee. 

Since I have heard that voice of thine 
Heaven's music fills this heart of mine. 

III. 
But Summer's beam is oft delayed, 

And roses all in shadow lie; 
So thy dear lips are touched with shade 

Because they sometimes say "Good bye!" 
Ah, when shall perfect bliss be mine, 
And parting dim no charms of thine? 



:o :■ 



TO 



WITH A BOOK ENTITLED "THE FEASTS OF THE 

BLESSED VIRGIN." 

As hand in hand together we will fare, 
Until our journey at heaven's portal closes, 
We'll strive beneath Our Lady's tender care 
To gather virtue's lilies with love's roses ; 
And making God's sweet will our one desire 
Possess the very flame that lights' love's fire, 
While He His hand in benediction lifts, 
And makes Himself the crown of all his gifts. 
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MUTABILITY. 

"The one remains, the many change and pass 
Heaven's light for ever shines — Earth's shadows fly, 

Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass, 
Stains the white radiance of eternity." 

Change first began by lying; 'twas the devil wrought the deed, 

A liar from the outset, when he sowed the rankling seed, 

Hence truth, God's own eternal, we see in contrast now 

With all that dies and changes — things that to the lawless bow. 

" I will not serve," he proudly said, and having wreaked his pride. 

The only truth he uttered, was the truth that said he lied. 

For God, to show that truth is law — rebellion truth's eclipse, 

Makes falsehood own itself to be, in spite of lying lips ; 

So, in dread isolation from the changeless and the true. 

With those of his attainting stood the devil and his due. 

The host of loving serving things, in harmony and peace 

Their very being fought the lie, by letting it increase. 

For truth, alone is triumph, every lie a failure is. 

And the devil fails most deeply for the whole of lies are his, 

Could he gain a greater harvest, every gain were loss increased, 

And were his serfs the fewer, so the scantier his feast. 

Snatch a soul from his dominion, and you vindicate God's right; 

If he gain a soul it blackens, adding darknees to his night. 

Let him wander wheresoever, and accomplish what he would. 

His chiefest curse is ever found in impotence of good. 

The history of our troubled race, since first he tempted Eve, 

Reflects the timeless order with disorders that deceive; 

And though the freedom of God's law asserts itself to be. 

Men use the freedom of the will to make themselves less free, 

And lies keep up their run of change in spite of patient stars 

That make unheeded sad reproof to anarchy and wars ; 

Our earth, though trod with gory feet, right sweetly will not swerve. 

Though men are mad enough to say and boast: "We will not serve." 



12 THE SERAPH OF DREAMS. 

No wonder ye should sneer about the devil and his crew, 
As if an idle tale worn out because it pictures you, 
Lies still are failures, and we see that while we now submit. 
Your want of patience with the law just proves the truth of it. 
How beautiful in contrast is the peaceful Church of God, 
Amid the troubled roar of things an isle of verdant sod ; 
There every discord finds resolve, and rests with harmony, 
There, like the moonlight's answer to the source of light on high. 
Truth shines with majesty that soothes, and softens to our sight, 
Lest hearts should burst with too much love, — eyes, fail with too 

much light. 
Oh stormy words ! oh blood-red hands ! when all your strife is 

spent, 
This changeless thing you cannot reach is its own argument. 
Yet every mad discordant voice, through every faction's range. 
Makes this true charge against the Church : " You know not 

how to change ! '' 
And yet they charge the Church with change to justify their state. 
Though they were born of anarchy — nor offer to abate. 
So true it is that God, to show one truth entire and strong. 
Makes falsehood own itself to be by words of its own tongue. 



:o :- 



THE SERAPH OF DREAMS. 

I. 

Laden with roses, floating in light, 

Tremble them over me; 
Shake on my couch as I slumber to-night 

Soft leaves to cover me. 
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II. 

Oh ! what a life-breath for glorious dreams 

Shall I draw in; 
I shall footprint the margin of magical streams 

That leaven life's din. 

III. 

I shall smile in my sleep, and thou, smiling again, 

Shalt double the force 
Of the blisses around, till my souFs compassed strain. 

Ope my lips for its course ! 

IV. 

Thou shalt float to the sky, I will follow thee too. 

Closely beside thee. 
Linked in a circlet of various hue, 

Flashing out widely. 

V. 

Thou shalt open the luminous depths of thine eyes. 

What wellsprings of love ! 
I shall faint in the joyance of sapphire surprise, 

Too happy to move; 

VI. 

Till I wake on my couch, looking rapt to the sky 

Through my rose-bordered pane. 
And walk the glad earth with a face turned on high 

To seek the again. 



24 



FOR A FRIEND, 

ON HIS RECEIVING THE HABIT OF RELIGION. 

I. 

Now the mighty spirit of love 
Stirs in the heart of spring, 
And he utters his speech of flowers. 
And his choristers calls to sing: 

Be happy, sweet bird, in your house, 

With its azure dome divine. 
You each have chosen a spouse. 
And I have chosen mine ! 

II. 

Ah ! I read in the flowery page 
That Nature spreads to view, 
How love's least touch can call 
To life each glorious hue : 

Be happy, sweet buds in your bower, 

Yet something sad ye say, 
Brief is the song and the flower. 
Passing, passing away. 

III. 

I could sing with the bird till night, 

And sing again at morn, 
I could hide in the violet's heart, 
On its scented prayer to be borne; 
All this I could do with delight. 
But I hear the Beloved's voice, 
And with happy steps I speed 
To the garden of his choice. 
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Is the world sunny or sad? 

Do smiles on its face exist? 
I scarcely know — it is covered o'er 
With a veil of golden mist ; 

For love folds me, as a house 

O'er the halcyon seas divine; 
And Love's infinite self is the spouse 
He has taught me to choose for mine. 

St. Valet$tine*s Day, 



:o:- 



PARTING WORDS. 



I. 



If days should pass, or more than days. 

Before your face again I see. 
Think not because my footstep strays 

My heart estranged can ever be. 
I could not utter, if I sought. 
How much you'd wrong me by the thought ! 

II. 
If I should wander far away 

Be not with trouble overcast; 
You will be with me night and day, 

My hope, to cheer me to the last. 
And though a weary way from you 

Believe me every hour more true. 
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III. 

Say not : " Another charms his sight, 
Another's words can soothe his ear;" 

No, vainly beams the silver night 
O'er orange groves, without you near. 

I could not say, if still I sought. 

How much you'd wrong me by the thought! 



•:o:- 



MORN AND EVE. 

When buttercups are wet with dew, 
And daisies too; 
Then is time to sing thy song. 
And skip along. 

When the shadows cease to play, 
And creep away; 
Then is time to take thy rest, 
With bird in nest. 



:o:- 



A VOICE FROM THE ALTAR. 

I. 

Ah ! canst thou turn thy face from me, 
My son; if I should turn from thee, 
Whatever shouldst thou do? 
Could creature-loss thou yet hast known 
Leave thee as much as that alone, 
Could aught my place renew? 
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II. 

Behold these hands, these feet of mine, 

This heart, this brow, where wounds combine, 

Lit up by love's pure beam. 

Go, quit them for a daintier sight, 

Forget them, leave them, lose them quite, 

They shall not break thy dream. 

III. 

The hated cross. Til hide its face. 

Thou shalt not see its sad disgrace, 
T would spoil thy sportive glee, 
Thy innocent and happy play ; 
Thou shalt be just as blithe and gay 
As artless mirth may be. 

IV. 

Thou canst not watch with me one hour 
Beneath my shadow's healing power — 
I merit not thy heart? 
Go, seek the softest floral road, 
And bury in the moss thy load — 
Farewell! I now depart. 

V. 

Ah ! no ! I see thou canst not go, 

In this my house, love folds thee so, 
And shields thee round about; 
Thy wearied heart Fll make a heaven, 
Where sorrow touched with finest leaven 
Is joy — transformed throughout. 
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AN ORDEAL. 

I DREAMT the spirit of a treasured one 
Came to me with a subtle questioning: 
**Who lovest thou the best, thy God or me?" 
I hardly dared to say ; but, pantingly, 
My thoughts in rapid contradiction came, 
Like a full fall of white and red rose leaves. 
Or panorama of the clouds and stars. 

And feelings that upraised me and depressed 
Alternated — and then my soul felt dark. 
And I could answer not. The voice again 
Shone through my gloom and gently scattered it : 
** If 'twere God's holy will, couldst thou give up 
My body to the grave ? " And then I said : 
"Yes, almost yes, if I were sure God wished it, 
For I could call thee to me often then. 
And thou wouldst be less fettered to the clod 
Than in this life thou art. Alas ! and yet 
The terrible reality of Death, 
Which holds so much of what we cannot spare, 
Yet must ! My service to God's will 
Would be but as the yew tree's wafted groan 
Unto the skylark's ether — thence to heaven. 
I should but be a sentry of the gloom 
To watch the rays that seemed intrusive there, 
And frown them from me. I should loathe the song 
Of love and joy — yet I would do God's will 
By loving only what He meant for me 
She answered : " Hate thou nothing but thy sins. 
If God should give me to thee, wouldst thou render 
Thy love of fame, if it were asked of thee. 
Thy boundless thirst of knowing, all thy hopes 
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To sit an eagle on the Pelion Peak 

Of Poesy — surrender mind and heart, 

And be on earth a common noteless man?" 

I answered : " I would almost be a clod — 

All but a mindless being — If I could 

But save one ray however broken, dim'd, 

Or feeble, that should harmonise to thee, 

And tremble with the lustre of thy presence. 

Even though faintly. I would gladly be 

As little pulse-like as the rock-tied flower, 

That gently quivers with its weight of dew. 

If I might feel thy spirit dew-like on me. 

And gently shaken round me, as I swayed 

To duty flower-like in the breath of heaven, 

Humbly to give it back — thus act my part." 

She answered : " Thou art weak, and know not yet 

What God requires of thee ; but wait for strength, 

By faith and hope sustained, calmly to feel 

That what is needful must be. God is love. 

And gives us more than we know how to ask ; 

For He is rich and loves to see us so. 

Count all He gives as riches ; ask for strength ; 

Pray He may give thee the Titanic soul 

That grieves not ever — strong to bear the right!" 



30 FAREWELL. 



WHEN SUMMER WINDS. 

I. 

When Summer winds are laid asleep 
And flowers are still in rest, 

And all things a mute reverence keep, 
And bless from being blessed. 

II. 
Then is the time of growing calm. 

That slowly swelling on 
O'erfloods the spirit, like a psalm 

That joins two worlds as one. 

III. 

Then let us drink the living stream, 

That in the strife of day 
Our souls may rest, as in a dream, 

Of something past decay . 



•:o:- 



FAREWELL. 

1. 
Now across the world I go. 

Fare thee welll 
Where I am you will not know 

None can telU 

Hark ! the wild wind hurries past. 

Can you say, 
Where it nestles at the last. 

Far away? 



EVENING SONG. 3 1 

III. 

As the ghost at morning hastes 

To the tomb, 
Over heath and desert wastes 

Of the gloom. 

IV. 

Yet tho* wind, and lonely sprite 

None will seek,— r 
You will wish at dead of night 

Death to speak. 

V. 

I shall wander with the wind 

O'er the wave; 
You will seek, but never find 

My poor grave. 



■: o :- 



EVENING SONG 

Come over the meadow, come over the mount, 
And sing me a song by the musical fount, 

And the reeds shall reply, 

And the birds passing by 
Shall tremblingly hover to peer in thy face. 
And the fleet-footed fawns stop awhile in their race. 

And then, as thy strain gives its last airy note, 
A murmur of bliss o'er the mountain shall float, 

And the fawns, with a start 

And a bound, shall depart. 
And the birds with the whispering breeze softly hie, 
And leave us alone with the calm of the sky; 
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As the spell which is broken for them, is renewed 
For us, in our heaven of full solitude :— 

And nought is to thee, 

And nought is to me, 
Save thy love and mine and the light of the moon, 
Oh, Rapture's meridian ! Ecstasy's noon ! 



:o:- 



OLD AND NEW. 

Why is old love just like new love? 
Because the only love is true love; 
And though years may pass away. 
Love has one sweet summer day. 

Why is new love just like old love? 
Because true love is still untold love; 
And though time in love be sped. 
All the best remains unsaid. 

„ - — : o : 



WAITING IN SHADOW. 

I. 

I SAID : " Unveil my eyes that I may see 

Who these companions are 
That make such sport and mockery of me. 

And never seem afar. 

II. 
"A hand doth proffer me a golden cup, 

With joy's warm essence filled; 
Another checks — I may not drink it up. 

Then I shrink, sadden'd, chill'd," 
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III. 

Then mist departing left my spirit free, 

And straight before me shone 
An angel, not too bright for me to see. 

Beside a dread dark one. 



IV. 

What words shall point the glory of the one 

That yearned to give me bliss ! 
What thought sustain the horror blent — ah, none ! 



Twas like a cobra's hiss ! 



V. 



For in my mind were two emotions born 

Delight, uprising fast; 
And chill Despair, as I was clad and shorn, 

Upraised and downcast. 



VI. 



I said: "Remove that hideous form, for aye. 

But leave its fair attendant; 
Or let me pass with her from earth away. 

Shine, singing, and ascendant." 

VII. 

I heard a voice : " Thou couldst not see her face. 

So perfect, being bright, 
Did not her dark companion's shadow-space 

Soften and show the light 1 

VIII. 

"Nor till thy dust, in its allotted time, 

Sinks to its native ground, 
Then purged thy soul — canst thou reach native clime, 

For both await Time's round. 
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IX. 

"And to suppose there is a better path 

Demanding no endurance, 
Is to admit a wrong God's working hath, 

And forfeit all assurance. 

X. 

"Therefore be wise, the shadowed years grow less, 

And heaven is always nearer; 
Firmly look on the light and it shall bless 

In shadow growing clearer." 



:o:- 



A LAST PAROXYSM. 

I. 

He lies upon the madhouse floor 

His eyeballs fixed and gleaming 

As if the calid light they bore 

For Death's chill shade were streaming. 

An hour ago his place of woe — 

Ah, sad to ponder — held him, 

But with these words he broke the cords 

Of life — their echo knelled him : — 

II. 

"Sad comrades, sing a merry song. 

To-night, my love is dead ! 

I know it, for the angels throng 

About her stirless bed. 

I see her there, so deathly fair, 

Who lived for me too long; 

Therefore, I say, to-night be gay. 

And sing a merry song. 
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III. 

"Her kindred moan, but if the tone 

Of sorrow reacheth me, 

I shall go mad ! and so be glad, 

For happy too is she. 

Cease mournful strain ! laugh, shout again ! 

Ye^ll not — alone must I? 

Curse ye! I'll break these bonds and take 

Your breath — where's mine — I die ! " 



■: o :- 



TERRA VALE. 
I 
A SPLENDOUR sparkles in the sky, 
I knew not when I saw it first; 
For ever seeming placed on high. 

My infancy and youth it nursed; 
Its glow a language is to me, 
That lures me o'er a stormy sea. 

n. 
I gaze and guide my rapid bark 

With earnest striving toward the light; 
Night folds me — yet it is not dark, 

For still my star is in my sight 
The billows break in floods of bliss 
That whelm my soul in happiness. 

in. 
I meet upon my lustred way 

A crowd fast rushing thro' the storm. 
" Behold ! " I cry ; yon heavenly ray ! 

Grasp hands, cling hearts and mingle warm. 
We'll travel to the selfsame goal 
As brothers, linked each soul with soul." 
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IV. 

They laugh, they sneer and call me fool, 
Some smile assent, but dare not speak — 

Ah ! Life has then some other rule. 
And that is strong, and I am weak. 

My star was quickly out of sight, 

I knew from then of storm and night, 

V. 

Twas but an earthborn cloud that dimmed 
My star awhile — for soon on high 

Its beam upon my being hymned 
A vision-waking lullaby; 

And in my dream my spirit dwelt 

Within that sphere, — its wonders felt ! 

VI. 

And beings crowned with holy light, 

These words of comfort brought to me :- 

"We saw on high this sphered light, 
That is a guiding star to thee. 

Thy fate's as ours — and know it thine. 

Through storm to reach this realm divine." 

VII. 

A splendour sparkles in the sky, 
I know not when I saw it first; 

It may be dimmed, but shade shall fly 
And make the beams to brighter burst; 

Their glow a language is to me. 

That lures me o'er a stormy sea. 
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THE STAINLESS MIRROR. 

I. 

Beside a stream whose liquid beam 
Blent music with its shining, 
As dewy blades with peeping flowers 
Harmoniously were twining — 
An old man sat and heeded not 
The bliss below, above him, 
But counted that a dreary spot 
With no one there to love him. 

IL 

From bower and tree the bird and bee 

Flew happy, ever singing, 

While from a tower across the lee 

A marriage-bell was ringing : 

The old man wended to the place, 

And met the people leaving, 

He looked upon each sunny face. 

And stayed awhile his grieving. 

III. 

But as they left, again bereft 

Of joy, he looked above him. 

And sighed, though all the sky was blue, 

That there was none to love him. 

Again he sought the wild wood stream 

And rested, sad and weary, 

Upon its fretted bank to dream 

A vision bright and cheery. 
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IV. 

He seemed to rove a land of love, 
With shapes celestial thronging, 
Where streams danced onward with a lay, 
That knew no sound of longing; 
While on his ear these accents stole 
"Keep faith in heaven above thee, 
And, glassed within a loving soul. 
Shall all combine to love thee " 



-: o : 



SUMMER'S CHORUS. 

Joy awakens from her slumbers. 

She has slumbered, oh, how long! 

Summer's varied, flowing numbers. 

Now await a kindred song. 

Nature calls with many voices, 

Artfully she woos, and well; 

We can feel how all rejoices. 

Sun and shadow sweetly tell. 

Surely we will join the chorus. 

Beauty must not sue in vain. 

Even as her beams are o'er us, 

Linked with light, be one the strain. 

Hark ! what mighty murmurs waken, 

O'er our souls they seem to flow. 

All the forest leaves are shaken, 

Roused and thrilled they breathe and glow, 

While the torrent-trumpets blow. 
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SOUL AND SENSE. 

Come to the flowing spring, 

That like a far echo replies 
To the birds, that merrily sing. 

And the forest that dreamily sighs. 

For a stainless sky's above. 

Sweet odours leaven the air. 
The whole scene is harmonious love 

Making happiness everywhere. 

Come to the rippled stream 

That freshens the flowery grass, 
And thy thoughts shall in purity beam 

As the cloudlet reflections pass. 

Water! how flowing and free, 

How healthfully fair art thou; 
Oh, streamlet 1 my heart fed on thee : — 

My tongue for thee thirsteth now. 



:o : 



FAIRY REVELS. 

Roses, don your brightest glow; 
Honeysuckles, herald forth. 
Let your tiny trumpets blow, 
Call the fairies south and north; 
See they come ! now spread the feast. 
And let mirth become increased. 

Harebells many, make your chimes; 
Daisies, tune your silver wires; 
Grasshoppers, your jolly rhymes; 
Glowworms light your twinkling fires ; 
Merry is the word to-night. 
Feasting in the silver light. 



4- 



THE FEAST OF REASON. 






I'm sick of jarring discontent. 
And cynic hces round me bent, 
And tongues that will find fault 
Why can't I get one little smile, 
Of frank approval, once awhile, 
j^o show Vm "worth my salt?" 



/-■« 



II. 

Alas ! I even now can see 
A critic point his pen at me, 
While brooding o*er his thunder; 
Then comes the swift decisive blow, 
My friends each say: "I told you so; 
I said you'd be knocked under." 

III. 

I cannot deem them wholly wrong, 
Perchance, I make a sorry song. 
To lacerate their sense with; 
And, justly, I can scarce complain, 
If people will not entertain 
What they can well dispense with. 

IV. 

Oh, could a certain way be found 
To meet them on some other ground 
Where all might well agree! 
I'd toss my manuscript away, 
And blithely clap my hands, and say 
"At least we'll brothers be." 
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V. 



Alas! his fate's as dismal night, 
Who seeks to walk in footsteps right, 
Yet doubts his gloomy way; 
Because, his strongest inner voice 
Seems to display mistaken choice, — 
So other people say! 

VI. 

I often have a vision hearty, 

Of something like a jovial party, 

Where kin from every zone 

Shall feast with faces beaming jolly. 

And each forgive his neighbour's folly, 

Confessing still his own. 



:o :■ 



INDECISION. 

Her voice is as the night bird's note. 
And hers the echoed strain; 

'Twere hard on one delight to gloat, 
While heaven sends us twain. 

Her cheeks are summer morning skies. 

And hers the pearly cloud 
One grace away — the picture flies. 

For each must be allowed. 

Her eyes are like the Heaven's blue. 
And hers the caverned shade; 

Could high and low together go, 
A heaven on earth were made. 
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Her hair is like the blackbird's bill, 
And hers the blackbird's feather; 

And so, I scarce should deem it ill, 
To take them both together. 

Well, since I may not have them both, 
I'll seek to do with none ; 

Or wait, although my heart is loth, 
Till I can love but one. 



:o: 



FRIENDS IN THE TOWER. 

(Pinioned for the Scaffold,) 

I. 
We have lived — it is enough, 

Let us die; 
Life is stormy — is death rough? 

Let us try. 

II. 
We have learnt — how much remains 

To be known ! 
Let us make the last of gains 

All our own. 

III. 
Fame and crowns for heroes, kings. 

We've no crown; 
Fame but fretful largess brings. 

Let's lie down. 

IV. 

We have striven — so content us 

Having sought; 
We have found not — is aught sent us?- 

Ask for naught. 



MEMORY^S REQUEST. 43 

V. 

There^s a battle raging round us, 

Oh, to fight! 
But our enemies have bound us 

Ixft and right. 

VI. 

Error rages, Truth to rout, 

Hear the moan : 
Nightshade grows life's prison about 

Taste — alFs known. 



■:o:- 



MEMORY'S REQUEST. 

See yonder wight, — his haggard face 
Lights up with something of a smile, 

Sad remnant of a happy race. 
That were his playmates once awhile. 

And ask him: "Wherefore is he glad?" 

And low will be his sad r«ply : 
"'Twas but a glance of bliss I had. 

My memory's darling flitted by; 

" I feel myself a thing of gloom, 

A living vapour void of light. 
Till flooding round my narrow room. 

This beam of glory gilds my sight. 

" Ah ! she was lovely — yet 'tis strange, 

I can but recollect the morn 
Our hearts were joined, — what sudden change 

Bereaving rendered me forlorn? 
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"For all I know is that, since then 
* IVe sat in gloom in this old place, 
And that I seem a sunbeam, when 
My memory searches out her face." 

And to all kindly questioning, 

On other themes — he will but say: 

"The veil I cannot from me fling, 
I scarce remember e'en a day." 

His face is as a widening cloud 
That wears upon the gazer's sight; 

Again, as memory draws the shroud, 
Tis haloed with a fleeting light. 

And doubly dim and mournful now, 
The cloud that darkens o'er his years; 

Tis glowing round his wrinkled brow, 
Behold ! 'tis bursting into tears ! 



A WANT. 

Why bloometh yonder lovely ddl, 
With such a bright and gladsome face 

When she who matched its charms so well 
Can never more adorn the place? 

Ah ! bird and flower, and grass and tree. 
Bright features of the happy spot ; 

So musical, so gay are ye. 

Yet have a want — and know it not. 
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Why is my heart so sad to-day 

When such a scene its magic tries? 
Why comes a cloud o'er every ray? 

Why should such songs awaken sighs? 

It is because I may not be^ 

Say rather dream, as thou sweet dell; 
For since a light has fled from thee, 

I have a want — and know it well. 



-:o: 



A LOST BATTLE. 

L 

The victor and the victim lay 

Side by side; 
The day had been a glorious day 

For human pride; 
And yet in that heroic fray 

The victors died. 

n. 
A few you say — for victory lives 

In many now, 
To feast upon the honeyed hives 

Of those laid low. 
To taste the "blessings" conquest gives 

To laurelled brow. 

in. 
See yon pale prophet stands, 

'Mid slaughtered heaps! 
Ye see him not ! — He there commands ! 

Your vision sleeps ! 
For o'er the war-empurpled lands 

His watch he keeps. 



4") GOLDEN APPLES 

IV. 

To him, where dead men lie 

The living rise; 
And where the wounded cry 

The victor dies; 
The future strikes his inner eye. 

He reads the skies ! 

V. 

And hear that prophet say: 

"Man of might 
You could' not really slay 

Men of right ! 
The victor died in that dread fray, 
In that dark hour he went away; 
The morning of a brighter day 

Brings new light!" 



:o: 



GOLDEN APPLES. 

Golden apples hanging high, 
Like the stars against the sky, 
While the linnet's melody 
Makes our heaven very nigh; 
Yet I would sweet night were come, 
Then with stars I make my home. 
Surely music's self is there, 
In that field are flowers fair. 
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Golden apples, waving high ! 
Golden stars, in yonder sky ! 
Linnet, singing in the tree! 
Stars and fruit ! I think of ye ; 
Sweet things ever round us be, 
'Neath a golden canopy; 
Golden apples, hanging high, 
Ye have brought a heaven nigh. 



:o:- 



BROKEN NOTES. 

I. 

The twilight mellowed Autumn's gold with shade, 
A gentle calm was in my spirit bred ; 

I sat before an instrument and played 
A living strain of the immortal dead. 

II. 

'Twas one of those great inspirations, which 

Were made for our best moments, when the soul 

In thirsting for a nectar, flowing, rich. 

Knows of defect, and longs to be made whole. 

III. 
And Toh ! how eagerly I drank the sound. 

And imaged angels in the softened air. 
As all material circumstance around, 

Not part of heaven, seemed not anywhere ! 

IV. 

Till when, — amid my highest soaring, rapt. 
Oh phrase, of all divinest, to complete, 

— The Orphean charm, oh desolation ! snapt 
And the strong soul felt conscious of defeat. 
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V. 

Ah, broken notes! can such material things 

Chill the warm spirit, even when we deem 
That we are safe upon the balmy wings 

Of some, as yet, divine untrammelled dream. 

VI. 

I sat in sad and solemn reverie, 
And thought of the lost music, until late, 

And then the blighted rapture seemed to me 
An emblem of the working of our Fate. 

VII. 

Whatever way we sound that instrument. 
The broken notes are always to our hand. 

Though many themes we play, and are content 
Until the music slips from our command. 

VIII. 

Yes, often when we think our joy must last, 
Simply because it fills us, yet full soon 

A blank is made us, and we stand aghast 
That fate could dare to spoil so sweet a tune. 



:o: 



DESPAIR. 

I. 
Hark! the winds are howling, 

And their rage is keen ! 
All thy foes surround thee, 

With their faces scowling — 
Wrap thy garments round thee, 

Let no rent be seen. 
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II. 



Ah ! the awful silence, 
Where the rout hath been, 

Hath the grave such horror. 
Earth and Heaven between? 

Oh, agam the fury ! 
Will no shelter screen ? 

Wrap thy garments round thee, 
Let no rent be seen. 

III. 

The elements are angry 

With the sons of men ; 
Demons gather round us, 

Earth is made their den ! 
Thunder roars around thee, 

Lightening quivers keen, 
Wrap thy garments round thee. 

Let no rent be seen. 

IV. 

Foolish ! will a garment save thee 

When the dagger strikes? 
Evil claims to have thee — 
Doeth as he likes. 



MY ARIEL, 

I SEND her forth, I sec her go. 

From flower to flower. 
They blush to meet her with a glow 

That lights the bower. 
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She wanders o'er the world of green, 

And tints the daisy's rim, 
Then in the far horizon seen, 

Doth in the sunrise swim. 

She passes on, from fleecy cloud, 

To cloud of sombre tone. 
They blush endiademed, and proud 

With pearl and ruby strown. 

She guides them on their sunny way, 

Or gathers them in glory; 
And makes them wander, that the day 

May drop its blue calm o'er me. 

Then she returns to me at night, 

In shadowy seeming; 
And rearranges day's delight 

For downy dreaming* 



;o:- 



ANTHEM. 

Now the west wind comes to woo, 
At the window, saying : " Follow ! 
Come and hear the ringdove's coo, 
To the treble-chirping swallow; 
Let us to the greenwood hie. 
Where the cawing rooks do fly." 
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II. 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, everywhere, 
Thickets open to receive him. 
Let us follow here and there — 
Does the echo's voice deceive him ? 
Wheresoever an answer be, 
List again and there is he. 

III. 

Now the golden-clarion lark, 
Now the oaten-fluting linnet. 
While the trancfed forests hark. 
Loath to lose a precious minute; 
Mixed in many a floating line, 
See the silver birches shine. 

IV. 

King Apollo ! Hail to thee ! 
Thou hast set thy subjects singing; 
Lord and beacon of the free. 
Choicest tribute to thee bringing; 
And their duty as their choice 
Is, to in thy ray rejoice, 

v. 

So in song thy praise shall be, 
Or in silent echoes grander, 
Or in glowing symmetry, 
Weaving ever shapes of wonder, 
Thy own glory shows thee crowned, 
King of life's fulfilling round. 
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TILL MILLENNIUM. 

I. 
HAVE a creed, and act thereby, 
And hope I shall hereafter; 
It is to live in jollity 
And put my trust in laughter. 
Strife or rest. 
It's all a jest. 
Whatever Fortune send us, 
Fate is careless, — why not we, 
If she mar or mend us? 

II. 
Shall I puff a shoal of sighs 
If a maiden slight me? 
jjrown myself, or drown my eyes, 
Say that nought delights me? 
It's all a joke 
For other folk, 
Why should I e'en lose it? 
She is laughing, so will I 
Have my mirth and use it. 

III. 
Say not, "Fortune frowns," when she 
Spills the wine thou'rt quaffing ; 
Like the cruel maiden, see. 
At thy plight she's laughing ! 
So will we 
Whatever be. 
When her tricks deceive us, 
If we conquer her, in turn 
Double frolic weave us. 



EBB AND FLOW. 53 

IV. 

So, by turns, whatever comes, 
Let us join the joking, 
Till the Furies bite their thumbs 
And die with laughter choking. 
Then, perchance, 
The revel-dance 
May be thought delirious, 
So, in love's millennium, we 
Will joy sincere, and serious. 



-:o:- 



EBB AND FLOW 

Is sad Care a friend so dear, 

Thou shouldst meet her coming here? 

Is she worth the compliment?^ 

Will she ever grace thy tent ? 

When the rose's leaves are shorn. 

Is it wise to save the thorn? 

Or to make, when wine's sipped up, 

Wry faces in an empty cup? — 

Perhaps, for when fair Pleasure's gone 

Sad it is to be alone; — 

Greet thy sorrow on the wing 

Thou canst tell not what she'll bring; 

Yes 'tis well to save thy thorn 

Till another rose is born, 

And to keep thy goblet by thee, 

Till another day supply thee. 
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THE SCHOOLMASTER. 

I. 

"Come here, my lads, before you sup, 
I'll plague you not, on verb or noun; 
You know the school is breaking up. 
Because the master's broken down. 
You smile I did not mean to joke, 
But * idle habit links us yet ; ' 
Ah ! little folk, dear little folk, 
My sun of life will soon be set ! " 

II. 

The streamlet o'er the pebbled sand, 
A lulling murmur wafted in ; 
The old man stretched his withered hand, 
And loosed the window from the pin ; 
The soothing tide increasing came. 
The south wind waved the snowy hair, 
The sinking sun with orange flame 
Filled all the little window there. 

III. 

"Now Tommy, you're the tallest lad, 
Reach m^ the box from yonder self; 
You need not look so very glad. 
There's little in it for yourself: — 
A water-clock for little Joe, 
I made it for my sister's boy — 
Ah ! that reminds me, when I go 
My grave by his must closely lie 
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IV. 

"A few old coins, — yes, these will do 
For Julius — keep them for my sake, 
There's nothing better fit for you; 
I marked the pride you used to take 
In martial play — how you desired 
To hear Athena's story told; 
And how your soul was fixed and fired 
With mighty Roman days of old. 

V. 

•'Ah! those grand days of Ancient Rome: — 
Yet Roman days are grander now— 
No longer wordly warrior's home, 
But ruled by kings with thorn-clad brow; 
For earth's to earth and dust to dust 
There reigns for time the timeless true ; 
So be a soldier — as you must. 
But, Julius, be a Christian too." 

VI. 

The blackbird hymned the setting sun. 
The throstle made a low response. 
The rivulet kept singing on, 
The cuckoo passed and whistled once, 
The growing shadows kept apace. 
The tired lambs, with fainter bleat. 
Triumphed o'er Echo, whose wild place 
Unknown, was drowsed with silence sweet. 

VII. 

Of all that faithful master said, 
The box of things with us he shared. 
How three days after saw him dead. 
His last advice — how home we fared, — 
How copybooks with morals set, 
For long recalled his tender tone, — 
Suffice it, we can ne'er forget. 
These the heart's heritage alone. 
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VIII. 

The little schoolhouse stands no more, 
But still the rivulet runs by, 
And starry flowers bedeck the shore, 
No city smoke pollutes the sky; 
Yet sadness mingles in the cup 
And rue in nature's rosy crown. 
To think the school has broken up, 
And many a comrade broken down. 



:o: 



BUTTERFLY BOWER. 

There is a bower I love so well, 
For sweetest blooms about it dwell ; 
In that sweet nook how often I 
Sit happy as a butterfly. 

The red rose woos the white rose there, 
The white rose heeds the other's prayer; 
Where love succeeds what wonder I 
Sit happy as a butterfly. 

The golden bee, with lively hum, 
To seek and sip his sweets has come ; 
And so have you and so have I, 
And so each pretty butterfly. 

The bee must hasten to his cell, 
But we amidst the honey dwell ; 
And, with ourselves, let all go by. 
As happy as a butterfly. 
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SUMMER'S FLOWER AND WINTER'S ROBIN. 

I. 

When the woods were thickly blooming, 
All the quiet air perfuming, 
I had a love, and fondly did I call her Summer 
Flower ; 
For the dells had not a fairer, 
Nor the garden-bed a rarer. 
Than this darling, treasured blossom of my life's 
meridian hour. 

II. 

But when northern blasts came chilly, 
Oh, she faded with the lily ! 
And she was one, if the angels you compare with 
forms of earth ; 
She was born for summer weather. 
When all beauties bloom together. 
And not to be companionless in loveliness and 
worth. 

III. 

Seasons fled, till winter found me 
With a memory that bound me 
Not so firmly, but another love could soothe my 
sorrow now ; 
I my Winter's Robin called her. 
For my~ sadness ne'er appalled her. 
And she seemed both song and blossom on lifes 
bare and frigid bough. 
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IV. 

But when the summer came, with beauty, 
Why, of course, it was her duty 
To fly away, and quite forget her winter friend 
of yore ; 
And I never since have seen her. 
And I would not come between her, 
And the happy bird she'll cherish, never doubt, 
for evermore. 

So, whatever now may perish, 
I have nothing left to cherish. 
The snow may cover many things, the leafless 
branches moan. 
Since my Summer Flower's bereft me, 
And my Winter Robin's left me, 
What can I do but breathe my plaint in sadness 
all alone. 



: o : 



en(;lani)'s glory. 

I. 
I SAT upon a time-worn stone — 
A relic ribbed, and rough, and hoary — 
And read of battles lost and won, 
Of noble deeds — ah ! nobler none. 
For they were England's Glory ! 

II. 
I rose, and wended o'er a hill 
Down to a valley, soft and shady ; 
I traced the wandering of a rill. 
Through winding woodland ways, until 
I met a lord and lady. 
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in. 

He was a man of noble mien, 

She was of beauty meek and saintly ; 

He had a lake-like brow, serene — 

He looked a king; she scarce a queen, 

And but a woman faintly. 

IV. 

Before me rose a stately hall, 
Around were landscapes rich and bloomy. 
Here spark'd a fount, and there a fall 
Of wavelets frothed, and trailed a wall 
O'er-ivied, green and gloomy. 

V. 

As on I went that picture traced 
O'er memory's page, its olden story. 
Of heroes grand, with honour graced, 
Who Danger dared, and Fury faced — 
Oh, great is England's glory ! 

VI. 

Their honours unto us descend. 
Their representatives we see ; 
Their chivalry shall never end. 
But with thy modern manners blend. 
Old England great and free ! 

VII. 

And still I sauntered on my way. 
Then soon 1 saw before me glooming 
A poor-house glum, whose dismal grey 
Seemed like a mote upon the ray 
Of Heaven's sunlight looming. 



6o ENGLANDS GLORY. 

VIII. 

I shuddered on, and reached at last 
A valley, silent, still and lonely; 
Reclining mused upon the past, 
And then I slept, but thick and fast 
Dreams came, and not dreams only. 

IX. 

I heard the Angel's trumpet sound ! 
The Dead arose, the living trembled ! 
Earth opened with a startled bound ! 
And o'er the ghast and groaning ground 
The multitude assembled ! 



X. 

Myriads of pauper coffins gaped, 

And lean and lank diseased and shivering 

Their inmates with a moan escaped, 

And soon a horrid breadth they shaped, — 

A feeble mass of quivering ! 

XI. 

The gaol-birds sent their numbers too, 
The sturdy young, the haggard hoary; 
And as all to the shade withdrew 
I woke, and heard sleep's distance through 
A voice say : " England's glory ? " 



6i 



FOR EVER 

I. 

The saddest fate the heart can know 

Is when it loves alone, 
And still would love what needs must go 

Unheedful of its moan : 
Tis like some restless, wandering sea 

That round a world stays never. 
With plaint of what can never be, 

Yet should have been for ever ! 



II. 

Oh ! weary eyes, the morning sun 

Was full of promise fair, 
But toward the west your tears must run. 

For memory keeps you there : 
You cannot turn from yon dark hill 

The hopeful east to view; 
Thy evening gaze is westward still, — 

Thy morn is sunset too. 

III. 

Yet this remains; the heart knows well 

Its purposes were true, 
And not the least can conscience tell 

Of wrongs it would undo. 
And that, in spite of hope foregone. 

And profitless endeavour. 
If one had been as true as one. 

Two had been blest for ever ! 
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NOTICE TO QUIT. 

There was a cross outside my house. 
And there I often used to pray, 
But in my house I soon forgot 
What by the cross I used to say: — 
For wrapped with comfortable ease 
I shut a world of sorrow out, 
And gentle ministries that please 
Festooned with flowers the walls about. 

But rending storm the walls destroyed: 
I stayed while there was any room, 
Till desolation reigned complete, 
And winter wasted every bloom ; 
Then in the shadow of the cross. 
For old time's sake I made my rest ; 
And made a gain of all my loss. 
And like my second house the best. 



■: o : - 



UNSEEN BLESSINGS. 

We see not the Hand that assembles the clouds. 

But oh, the blessing of rain ! 
We see not the angels that smile on our path. 

But they bless us again and again. 
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We see not the vapour return to the sky ; 

But we know the sun is shining, 
And drawing above, for renewal of grace, 

And bounty, the drops combining. 

Oh, blessings of light and blessings of dark ! 

Of sleeping and waking breath. 
Could we know the blessings we fail to mark, 

What blessings for life and death. 

Let us trust the love we so little know, 

By its signs and symbols shown, 
Believing the heaven above and below. 

And faith shall make all things our own. 



:o :- 



MUSIC IN THK NIGHT. 

'Tis sad to see the last red ray 

Of evening's sun depart, 
When night prepares to bury day 

And shroud the gazer's heart. 

But should a strain of music float 

Upon the spreading dark, 
A tide increases with each note 

To waft the spirit's barque. 

And wrapt upon the waves of sound 
We dream the great serene. 

And visions greet the sunless ground, 
That suns have never seen. 

So, when the dark of sorrow falls, 
A voice shall bring delight 

Surrounding solitary souls 
With music in the night. 



\ 
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TO ANGELA. 

Why do I love to look upon thy face, 
Thou askest, and I gladly answer thee : — 
It is because I only there can trace 
The sunshine of a heart that's life to me, 
The harmony of thoughts that tune my own 
To sweetest measures, but for thee unknown : 
And yet, sweet shy one, I'll not seek to gaze 
Too often, or too fondly, lest I take 
My heaven here, in wondering amaze. 
And dream, and never from my dream awake. 
Though looking on thee would enough suffice 
To make that dream real Paradise. 
Thy guardian angel ever looks on thee, 
And I can trust my happiness to him. 
Rejoicing there is one who still can see 
And love thee, without letting God's love dim ; 
So, my sweet lily, bow thy head once more 
And let the little flowers their queen adore. 



:o:- 



SONG. 

I SEE the cottage of my love. 

The path I know right well. 
Through clover, butter-cups and grass, 

And scarlet pimpernel. 
Ye grasshoppers with merry voice 

Are not so gay as I, 
And if I ask ye why so glad 

I hear ye all reply : 
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"We leap with giant strides along 

Our leagues of pleasant land, 
To see our loves and sip our dews — 

A jovial artless band. 
Come forth and share our happy lot; 

While mountain breezes swell 
On clover, butter-cups and grass, 

And scarlet pimpernel." 



:o:- 



SONNET TO THE SNOWDROP. 

White winsome daughter of the year firstborn ! 

Why weeping in the morning of thy birth? 

Why drooping, thus, so coyly toward the earth. 

Thine ear turning from the voice of morn. 

That calls thee his white rose without a thorn? 

Or robin's note, that fain would swell to mirth 

Gay as the lark's? Why mid such barren dearth 

Of lovers, hast thou room for any scorn? 

Thou know'st not of the lark, save what I say. 

Nor Summer's zephyr, with a scented tongue : 

Dost thou scorn love or hope his brighter day ? 

Alas ! thy little life is not so long ; 

'Tis I must woo thee, tending thee alway, 

Ere Time hath leagued with Death to do thee wrong. 
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THE RAINBOW: 

A SONNET. 

The prisoner, who sullenly, in pride. 
Frowns through his window on the drenching cloud, 
Then sees the sun his radiance unshroud, 
Knows there's a rainbow on the other side 
Although unseen; soon are his chains untied 
By that celestial angel, who's allowed 
To wait on Beauty, in her service vowed. 
And joy flows on him in a mystic tide; — 
We, prisoned in the flesh, that chains us so. 
See sun and rain produce all earth can yield. 
And rainbows sphered, where primal colors glow 
To preach us love and power, divinely sealed. 
We feel, and feeling yearn, and yearning know. 
There is a rainbow not to eyes revealed ! 
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THE FAIRY OF THE FLOWERS. 

Florimel, you have been here 
With a posy in your hand. 

Vet knew you not how kind you were 
Making bloom the barren sand, 

What you heedless cast away 

Filled my heart with heaven to-day. 

Now I leave the wild sea-shore. 
Seek the garden further on, 

There I find you've been once more. 
For the rose-bush blooms anon 

With a wealth of added flowers. 

Human fingers ! Heavenly powers ! 
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When I see you taking care, 

Thoughtful in each household deed, 
How to me you unaware 

Make my heart on flowers feed; 
Taking thought or taking none, 

Queen of flowers, the only one ! 



-:o: 



HIDE AND SEEK. 

Singing in the hawthorn tree, 

Artful little bird! 
You keep saying : " Can't see me," 

Yet you will be heard, 

I would see that merry eye. 
And that rounding throat ! 

But you mock me, as I sigh. 
With your saucy note. 

Now I shake a leafy bough 

Just to see you fly; 
Ah ! you flitted long ago. 

Never said : " Good-bye ! " 

Are you with your happy mate ? 

Oh, then pity me! 
For I love you, little cheat. 

E'en to jealousy. 

Now you're in the tree again 

Making yourself heard ; 
I've no patience with your strain 

Saucy little bird. 
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THE HUMBLE BEE. 

Golden-belted happy hummer, 
Ever thou a welcome comer, 
Laden with the spoils of summer; 
With a voice that says "for aye," 
In its sweet monotony. 
Giving balm to memory. 
Summer thoughts for every day. 

See the foxglove rarely swinging: — 
Still awhile, as hushed thy singing. 
Weighted with thy happy clinging, 
Golden days shall these remain. 
Humming through our memory; 
Even when 'tis wintery. 
Bringing summer flowers again. 



:o: 



THE REALM OF FANCY. 

There is a bird that haunts the fairy valley. 
And he sings, yet we know not when 'tis he, 
For the river's gentle murmur seems to tally. 
And the winds with his melody agree. 

For remember, 'tis the sweet domain of fairy. 
And we know not whether anything dies there, 

But simply as the daisy rims may vary. 
Life and sleep a coloured change declare. 
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There are many birds of gold and silver pinions, 
And a fountain where they bathe themselves and 
sing; 

But the mocking little sprite of these dominions 
We can see not, though he's ever on the wing. 

See a youth and maiden in the valley — 
Ah ! would the golden moments never fleet — 

Some sweet echo with their talking seems to tally, 
And it tunes a softer falling of their feet. 

And the youth is saying something, 'tis repeated. 

And so the maiden's answer very faint. 
A bond is witnessed, ratified, completed. 

With an echo, and a murmur and a plaint. 

For the mocking bird is such a tricky fairy. 
As he mimics in a tone that much implies, 

And makes the happy answerer unwary, 

I should like to see the twinkle of his eyes. 

Youth and age go on and on for ever. 

But never any sorrow passes there. 
For the shadows on the leaf and on the river 

Never linger like the cloudy hues of care. 

Tis true, that far away and o'er the mountain 

Live a mighty people making sighs. 
But they often climb to see and hear the fountain 

In the valley of the bird that mocking flies. 
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NOBLE SPIRITS. 

Noble Spirits gone before, 
Leaving sad hearts rent and sore ; 
On the earth ye came awhile, 
Made it heaven with your smile. 
Which we knew not till ye parted. 
Now the world is broken-hearted, 
And will see in other smiling 
Nothing of the past beguiling. 

Yet the heart retains you still, 
Though her sun's beyond the hill ; 
When great music's mystery 
Thrills through being's memory, 
When a touching tale is told us. 
With us in warm sighs ye hold us. 
In our mirth a treasured sadness, 
In our tears prophetic gladness. 

Come and let us make a feast. 

Dear remaining friends at least. 

Add a vacant chair or two 

For the lost to me and you. 

Song shall flow in olden measure, 

Hearts regain their missing treasure. 

Noble Spirits we invite you. 

Teach our souls and they'll requite you. 
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HERE AND THERE. 

Why so full of care, sad heart, 

While the world is singing. 
What to thee is what thou art, 
When the buds are springing. 
With apple blossom here and hawthorn there, 
And a hum of merry noises all about the air, 
Why so full of care, sad heart. 
Why so full of care? 

Sitting all alone and low, 

'Neath a dusty rafter. 
Leave the house you built of woe 
For the house of laughter. 
With sun illumined pictures hanging there, 
Carpetefl with flowers, walled with azure air. 
Leave behind thy care, sad heart. 
Leave behind thy care. 

First a sunbeam tints thy face, 

Veiling o'er thy sadness. 
Cheeks unto the rose's grace, 
Shew their hue of gladness. 
With the spirit overflowing here and there, 
And the form and colour real on the air. 
Choose thy pleasure any where 
Choose it here and there. 
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DEATH ON SHORE. 

Tis dread to die away from home, 

The last fond look of friends denied, 
To go unto the land of gloom, 
A waif un missed and undescried. 
So still, so sad, the weary hour, 
I scarce believe in song or flower. 
So shrowded love's sweet inner light, 
I cannot dream of aught but night. 

And must I sink on barren sand, 

No love to feel in sight or sound, 
Oh, where are fled the happy band 

Of birds and blooms that once I found? 
A voice replies : "The song, the light, 
The troops of spirits chastely bright. 
That hover in a fairy dome, 
They only minister at home. 

Oh, murmuring sea, no more, no more, 
Pray tell me not how near my knell. 
But whisper on thine other shore 
Where I was born — a last " farewell." 
For he who loves his friends so true. 
Takes ocean's voice to say " adieu ! " 
Thy countless tongues of waves 'twill need. 
For love that's fathomless indeed. 



:o: 



CONDOLENCE. 

There was grief in the house, for its light lay dead. 

Ah ! she was a maiden rare ! 
But even the shadow in lost light's stead 

Was more than moonlight fair. 






SONNET. 

They came to see her — lovers, 'twas said — 

To comfort the living as well ; 
Said her mother dear, as they sat round the bed : 

"She had lovers too many to tell. 

Though she knew it not, for her virgin heart 
Had throbbed alone, like the spheres 

To the Heaven beyond, though the earth had part : 
Now earth has the night and the tears." 

Now, as they sit round her bed that eve, 

A chorus rapt they sing. 
And the tears are dried for the hearts that grieve : 

This is the comfort they bring. 

Then a rustle of plumes, and the visitants sped. 

But the joy they brought remained : 
" I knew they were angels," the mother said : 

And the sunset slowly waned. 

: o : 



SONNET. 

When we survey the hurry and the strife 
Of this v;orld's forces for a mean reward. 
In our old England, who was wont to guard 
Her faith, as knowing it were health and life. 
How would the blackness of despair grow rife, 
For such a glory changed and prison barred. 
For so much hoping against hope, so hard. 
And so much matter for each angel's grief. 
Vocations lost, and graces cast away. 
And vice triumphant, virtue put to shame, 
Did not a great forever sound and sway. 
In truth, once spoken, that shall be the same. 
Eternally to brood above all fear. 
Whether the many or the few shall hear. 
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SONNET TO WORDSWORTH. 

Bard of great soul and singleness of aim 
Count me not one of those who minify 
Their praise, and only speak to qualify 
Measuring the sun by means of rushlight fame, 
Such is their effort, thjeir success the same. 
I worship every star within the sky, 
Each stone that makes thy temple's majesty, 
Or hold myself unqualified to blame. 
Oh, what are they who still remain unawed 
In presence of such work as thy great art — 
Assume the critic — shew thy genius flawed 
And incomplete — ^good in a little part. 
Wordsworthians true ! Wordsworthians are they ! 
Unworthy ones at least is what I say. 



I 
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THE SOLITARY. 



I. 

See, standing in his lonely, stately pride. 
Looking upon the ocean's howling waste, 
A figure, by surroundings deified : 
By the rocks encircled, and wild w^inds embraced; 
In every lineament is manhood traced; 
The brow is like a kingly, lofty dome. 
The sear'd black locks, like clouds, gloom-grandly graced. 
That hover round Imagination's home. 
Darting their arrowy light, floating in lofty gloom ! 

II. 

And as the cold winds cease, and come again. 
He steadfastly, in tranced passion, stands, 
A solemn contrast to the solemn main ; 
His calm, like storm, subservient to no bands, 
But reigning where no rule it understands. 
There is no dread of danger in his face. 
But there's a spirit seems to chain his hands 
That meet not, clasp'd to heaven imploring grace. 
For folded are his arms, in stern, unyielding place ! 
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III. 

But murmuring to his lips will now arise. 
To fade, like memoried music, in Thought's gloom; 
And the fire glistens in his noble eyes, 
But sinks like sunset round the earth's dark tomb ; 
His cheek is tinged with Passion's hectic bloom, 
Which dies away, like Hope, at Reason's nod ; 
And still the cheek, the eye, the lips resume 
These phases; then, sublime in mien, a god 
He stands, and scatters wailing to the winds abroad. 



IV. 

" Alone, alone ! how long I've been alone I 
Oh the sad weariness of life unloved ! 
And yet I've sought to be above all moan, 
Though scathed when Misery reign'd or Malice moved; 
Yet tears have oft their law of Nature proved ; 
P'or who is all alone without a tear? 
Who that through life unbless'd, all cursed, hath roved, 
But felt at times a shadow of dark fear 
Fall on his bravest hours, as gloom around me here? 



v. 

And yet alone I have not ever been, 
I could believe, for oft in dreams of night 
Such things of goodly company I've seen, 
That black vacuity had woke to light. 
E'en with a glance from such loved spirits bright ; 
And I must think, I have in paths of air. 
Before birth flesh'd me, misting my poor sight 
To spirit beauty, met those seraphs fair ! 
Oh, what great evil power has robed me in despair ? 
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VI. 

Oh, even now, if I were but a thought, 
Unchain'd to earth, I should not be alone. 
But blend with glories of the great unsought, 
Twining around some god's ethereal throne; 
Like diamond light, without its earthly stone. 
Companioning with every glorious hue 
That vastly clothes Love's bliss-unfathom'd zone, 
And darts, led on with spirit music, through 
The courts of Paradise, while happy hours pursue ! 



VII. 

But, oh, 'tis great, 'tis honest to despair 
In such a one as I ! for life to me 
Has been a wilderness, sad> gaunt, and bare ; 
I could not stoop, even to the highest tree 
Where Fortune hangs her fruit, for dwarfs to see. 
And climb ignobly to : — I could not stoop. 
My flying thoughts were far too high and free. 
To be chain'd down with wormy things to coop. 
Alas ! for earth and heaven unfit, alone I droop. 



VIII. 

Alone ! alone ! how long I've been alone. 
Shut out from earthly sympathy and love ! 
Yet should I not rejoice that the grand tone 
My spirit's harp awakes is high above 
Those coarse vibrations which the sense may move. 
And will not blend with Discord's harmony; 
Yet could my hand in honey'd ripples rove, 
And make the strings in seraph-strains reply. 
Ah, once this was, alas ! — then not alone was I. 
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IX, 



In early youth, what glories immature 
Dawn'd on my spirit with a promise-ray; 
Beams, as a crystal river, bright and pure, 
Reflecting all the rapture of the day. 
And balmy joys of eve; while far away. 
Yet rapidly approaching. Sorrow near'd 
Dragging her chain of clouds along, to proy 
On Joy*s young blossom, ere dark Death had sear'd 
Their trembling bloom of light, oft mystically fear'd 



X. 

How have I stolen from school-boy work and play. 
Deeming each drudgery, alike, and care. 
Seeking reflections of my spirit's ray, 
And finding answered likeness everywhere; 
IVe gazed into the lake's clear depth, and there 
Have found my picture, so serenely traced. 
Blent with surrounding trees, and cloudlets fair. 
That I have wonder'd which more clearly faced 
My spirit, my own form, or forms around me placed. 



XI. 

Yes, dreams of being uncontroll'd by sense 
Have minister'd to me in happy hours, 
Till the sad waves of Life's dark sea, immense, 
Have seem'd so far away that earthly powers 
Have look'd like tombs survey'd from happy bowers, 
While the tranced spirit doubts the jarring sadness, 
With eye so full of colour from the flowers. 
And the dreams rise again to perfect gladness. 
Till storms awake to life, and sleep is changed to madness ! 
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XII. 

There is a joy that blossoms near the tombs, 
Of aged Earth, and frolics, knowing not 
How close upon the boundaries of glooms. 
Its fleet career from the enchanted spot, 
Where first it was created — oh for what? 
There is a joy that goes where none can save; 
A flowV which borne from youth's enchanted grot 
Is lost for ever, — and a world of wave 
Rolls its unheedful broil o'er that poor blossom's grave. 



XIII. 

And so my young days grew, in earth's sad sphere — 
Life is a withering flower, of hectic glow; 
And, as in dreams, I felt to Heaven more near. 
Some wakeful fiend dragg'd me to earth below; 
Life is a hell, the which we scarcely know ; 
Oh, seek not knowledge, 'tis a feverish pain; 
Why court the gales from sickly points that blow? 
Is there no solace for the burning brain? 
None, till the clouds of death dissolve in balmy rain ! 



XIV. 

Yet oft I thought upon the good on earth, 
The beauty that encompass'd it with light; 
All that had starr'd it with a radiant worth; 
Kissing away its gloom, with pinion bright; 
And Hope has met me, daily, and by night. 
With greeting, and assurances divine, 
That all that's natural is good and right; 
But seeds from hell have mingled, and combine 
Their growth with life's best flowers, in suffocating twine! 
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XV. 



And I have thought, if but the weeds were kill'd, 
How beauties, in unbidden strength, would rise, 
Grandly to twine, by emulation thrill'd, 
To robe themselves as meet for seraph's eyes; 
For seraphs wander in mysterious guise 
Upon the zephyrs, in their perfume clad: 
And, vainly, many a spirit sweetly tries 
To whisper goodness to a heart that's bad. 
Then wings a drooping flight, in disappointment sad! 



XVI. 

And when I thought of love and brotherhood. 
And all the beauty that in them might be. 
Yet never has been; then my spirit would 
Have dared the flaming sword exultingly. 
And filch'd some knowledge from fair Eden's tree. 
That might teach men the secret truth of love, 
Could they believe, and see as I could see; 
For Hope was strong, she'd learn'd to soar above. 
And more and more believed, the more she higher strove. 



XVII 

And so I raised my voice in earnest song, 
And pointed out the evil of our state, 
Levell'd my shafts at all those things of wrong. 
Whose presence constitutes earth's evil fate; 
Yet not would I e'en pay them back with hate, 
But by example teach Love's hallow'd peace; 
Alas ! the wings of Hope, that soar elate. 
On earth fall quivering, soon to faint, and cease, 
Leaving the unbreasted clouds to darken and increase, 
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XVIII. 

My soul was ever tuned to harmony, 
And saw or heard it in each lovely thing: 
In those grand strains, that will not ever die, 
By wise men written for the world to sing, — 
In Beauty's flowers, that honey'd treasure bring, 
For Joy to taste, and give to Memory; 
In thoughts from Heaven, that radiantly cling 
Like flowers; in spirit-blended sound to sigh. 
While all the thirsty soul's mysterious chords reply ! 



XIX. 

And so the flowers were wound about my strain ; 
And gemm'd a field for thought to travel through ; 
For weary wanderers of distress and pain. 
To walk with music, and with bliss pursue 
A flowery path, to goals for ever new; 
The birds, the streams, sweird out the happy song. 
And the blest lustres of each Iris hue 
Floated to happy melodies along 
With Love, and Hope, and Joy, a constellated throng. 



XX. 

And so to manhood with my dreams I grew. 
And Earth, at times, seem'd like a field of flowers. 
By golden haloes shrined and silver dew. 
And tended by all lovely-mighty powers; 
There was no shadow round the beamy hours, 
i hey came, and pass'd, on wings of downy light. 
Fanning my rocky heart to music-showers. 
In Daylight's visions, and the Truths of Night 
That preach their sermon sweetly to unclouded sight. 
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XXI. 

But oh ! the envious shadows hid my path, 
And flickered often in my joyous flame, 
And hellish eyes, in sickly, sullen wrath, 
Shot serpent-glances through my being's frame; 
Vistas went dark, and then the shadows came. 
And rioted in Light's neglected place! 
And savage years conspired my heart to tame. 
Rolling their waves o'er every form of grace, 
And drowning Happiness, with all her flowery race! 



XXII. 

And dark Despair peep'd from behind Hope's mask, 
Shaking his snaky locks with lurid ctare; • 
He held before my sight a poison-flask, 
A knife, a rope, and, with a sickly glare. 
In his wild eyes, said — Peace resided there ! 
In vain he tempted, though my own dark mind 
Was somewhat tuned to his, I deem'd him fair. 
For as no permanence I e'er could find 
In happiness, to his eternal gloom I grew resign'd! 



XXIII. 

But what had frighten'd all the beauteous train. 
Of lustre-winding impulses away? — 
'Twas the dark tone of Calumny's refrain 
That overwhelm'd Hope's soft, persuasive lay. 
And woke mad demons to their thirst for prey. 
Who chased me to the haven calm of sleep. 
From whence they dragged me ere each dawning day. 
To Misery's sea, o'er many a rocky steep. 
And left me on the billowy waste to wildly weep! 
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XXIV. 

Alas ! that sleep should lock poor Life so fast ! 
And be its own security of waking. 
When the sad soul to happy dreams has passed, 
Remorselessly to help a fiend's overtaking 
So frail a thing, to be its grim mirthmaking, 
In passion throes, and hellish torture burning; 
Oh, there is fire on Earth that knows no slaking, 
But keeps the Eyes unto Death's waters turning, 
Longing for one cold plunge, all shivery whispers spurning ! 



XXV. 

I learnt to separate myself from men. 
Their creeds and crimes had not a charm for me; 
Their pleasure-homes, their temples, churches, then, 
Where "orthodox" and "pious" men agree(?), 
I scorn'd, and kept my dark opinions free. 
Preferring gloomily to think alone. 
On the Unseen; still faint in hope to see 
Some glory far above Despair's dull moan, 
Some panglessly eternal thing, as yet unknown ! 



XXXVI. 

But say, for this did I deserve the pangs, 
The worse than death that tortured me alive? 
For this, eternal is the cloud that hangs 
Around my fragile joys, with them to strive. 
By vapours dun, to kill them lest they thrive. 
Eternity of Malice ! dreadful thing ! 
If I but err, can no bright power forgive. 
And shield me with a balmy, halcyon wing? 
Will no. bright Seraph come, in my defence to sing ? 
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XXVII. 



I grew to arm myiclf with stem resolve, 
Deeming it brave alone to firmly bear 
The evils life to me must e'er involve; 
And I despised the sadly-tempting tear, 
Tuning my heart to harmony with fear. 
Which e'er encompassed, yet could fright me not; 
And all the cloud-robed train were ever near, 
Of sullen joys, that blackness ne'er could blot, 
Despair repeated all the dreams that Hope forgot ! 



XXVIII. 

But I could never be the thing I wish'd! 
And so, my heart at intervals would weep. 
And oft my wakeful mind could not resist 
To ponder yet again Life's mysteries deep; 
And I recall'd the fairy days of sleep; 
And Hope, bright Hope, would show her mask again; 
And oft I felt the wild exulting leap 
Of fancied joys, soar upward far from pain. 
And the flowers twined again, and grew about my strain. 



XXIX. 

But this was only Malice come once more, 
To show me light, then plunge me in the dark, 
For still Destruction raised a giant roar 
On Slander's waves, to drench my spirit-spark ; 
Then I determined that I would embark, 
And search for Comfort on a foreign soil, 
I took no dove of peace within my ark. 
But waged contention with the ocean's toil. 
In heaving, groaning waves,, on Feeling's monstrous broil! 
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XXX. 

I would not bid the land I left "farewell;" 
For none therein were dear enough to me, 
To charm me with that sadly touching spell, 
Which IVe been told, sets sorrow wildly free. 
To hug her sons into her sympathy: 
(Oh cruel Fate, to choose a heart like mine. 
So keen to pleasure or to misery, 
Thy poisonous weeds of Death to intertwine, 
And snatch each sainted image from its hallow'd shrine ! ) 



XXXI. 

Oh, I grew w ak, with thinking on the life. 
The worse than useless life Earth's creatures live ! — 
Error, with Truth ingloriously at strife! 
Malice, p arsuing those who would forgive ! 
Honeyless bees, in a rain-pelted hive ! 
Hearts breaking, I it were meant to mend the world ! 
Fast-falling sands, \ thin a broken sieve ! 
Flowers blooming, it to be next moment hurl'd, 
And trodden into dus oh ! vain, most wretched world ! 



XXXII. 

We climb the hills and think to reach the skies. 
We fold the battle banner to our hearts. 
We reach the summit perhaps, can we arise 
And soar to where we deem our loss departs? 
Some can if they have faith in unseen charts. 
But most of us the banner drop, which clings 
To the dim dust, where spite of all our arts 
Our eager spirits fold their weary wings. 
And realise the sad perversity of things ! 
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XXXIII. 



I can no more awake the happy song; 
No more create the beings innocent, 
To people Fancy's dells, in dancing throng, 
Smiling the soul to perfect wonderment; 
And the bold eagle-thoughts, of high intent, 
Are cavern'd in Despair's unopening gloom; 
All my once beamy sea of bliss is rent 
With dark contention, and the thunder's boom 
Roars, as the starting soul-flash points Hope's billowy tomb ! 



xxxiv. 

The ship set sail, with every prospect fair, 
'Neath a blue sky, blent with the smile of friends 
In happy influence, and some tears of care 
From anxious eyes, for parting sadly blends 
Poor hope with fear, though to the last it tends ; 
But what has joy, or care to do with me ? 
For each I scorn, and all it comprehends ; 
I cannot trust, though I the tear-drops see. 
Mankind, to be, what they have never been to me. 



XXXV. 

But, lo ! a trouble spreads across the deep ; 
And clouds are curtain'd with a fretful look; 
The softest airs expand in rustling sweep; 
And the ship's sides, at first, though faintly shook. 
Increase their quivering, till a leak is struck; 
While anger grows from Gloom's expanding face, 
And waves, by waves, are savagely o'ertook: — 
There is a tune of horror in each place, 
A harmony of fears, in wild monotonous grace ! 
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XXXVI. 

All earthly hope had fled, and then to prayer 
The passengers and crew assembled soon'; 
Save one, who stood aloof, his thoughts to bear, 
He sought, nor ask^d of humankind, a boon 
Of intercession; but, without a tone, 
Looked on the struggling fury of the sea, 
Or turned a sullen gaze upon the moon; 
He long'd for Death to set his spirit free, 
Yet fear'd, lest he again with human things should be. 



xxxvii. 

He could not trust mankind ! Not even now ! 
Though terror soften'd, perhaps, each rocky soul; 
For be had made a dark eternal vo\\, 
Never to float, with them, to Friendship's goal. 
But guide his course, with separate control, 
Unto some end, no matter where, or what; 
So that it brought him change complete, and whole, 
Whatever event might come he carfed not ; — 
Despair was his sad dower — his solitary lot ! 



XXXVIII. 

Where is the vessel, and its living charge? 
I know not ! all I know is : I am here ; 
On desert land ! with Solitude at large, 
My dumb companion, always, always near; 
My only friend, so constantly sincere ! 
I must not weep, nor make a foolish moan. 
For there is something that my soul can cheer, 
It is, that I shall ever be alone. 
Nor wake again to hear Man's many-voicfed groan ! 
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XXXIX. 

Yet oh I how vainly do I seek to still 
My bosom throbbings, and assume the God! 
I yet am sensible of good, and ill, 
And, of the latter, cannot bear the load ; 
My weakly frame bends nearer to the sod, 
The arid sod, that now I stand upon; 
My eyeballs ache, sight fails, Earth seems to nod. 
In the last red of the declining sun; 
Day's light is fleeing fast, and mine will soon be gone ! 



XL. 

My lyre is breathing long-forgotten dreams! 
As flowers are blooming on this lonely land! 
Am I now wandering by singing streams? 
I seem to see fair Fancy's happy band 
Dance to the golden falling of Life's sand! 
And many a face of childhood's memory wakes ! 
O love divine! O feeling great and grand! 
All is not vile ! No ; not for your dear sakes ; 
All dazzling hues of light surround, not poisonous snakes ! 



XLL 

Friends of my youth, I had forgotten you ! 
In all my thoughts of darkness and despair; 
But oh ! the beams that o'er your forms I view, 
Have so much meaning, and such rapture rare, 
I must believe ye something good and fair; 
Churl ! Fool ! am I that your remembrance, 
Could not atone for merely human care, 
I might have lived a heaven of fixfed glance, 
In your sweet looks of light, far above Earth's mischance ! 
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XLII. 

But, hush! what heavenly whispers round me float? 
Blest memories of innocent young days; 
I hear a strain of bright and spellful note, 
An iris-harmony of sounds and rays, 
Floating to Heaven, on sunlight's golden ways. 
Whose form is that? My mother's! Oh! my heart! 
Have I then drown'd all memory's brighest traits. 
In my dark sea of Hate? Oh bitter smart! 
The sorest wound I feel, the straight deservfed dart! 



xuii. 

That page, that open page, oh, oft to me 
In gentlest accents thou didst sweetly read; 
Telling of Him, who calm'd in Galilee 
The roaring waves : who soyv^'d the blessfed seed 
Of Hope upon the hearts of them in need, — 
The cruel cross is now before my sight; 
Was there such mercy? that a God must bleed! 
For worms of wrong ! Oh, perfectness of right ! 
Oh speed, through Earth's sad sphere, that tale of love and 
light ! 



XLIV. 

Chaste, silver lights from those five open wounds! 
Rich distillations, balm for aching sight! 
Hide me, oh, hide me, while the discord sounds, 
Of Earth, and jarring atoms clogged with night ! 
Yet stay, I've no affinity with light, 
Can clay's corruption mingle with the pure? 
Can nothingness with everything unite? 
Can I unpained the vestal fire endure? — 
I who have doubted love, unschooled, in faith be sure? 



g2 THE SOLITARY. 

XLV. 

Strange emblems of a faith but dimly known — 
Belied or hidden, with a jealous care 
From me by such as wished to teach their own, 
Yet could not veil the spirit in the air 
That is not bound, and will be everywhere; — 
So beautiful a faith that what I knew 
Of its sweet fragrance ever seemed to bear 
Such witness only as can all things true: — 
These ties renewing, ah what bliss I share ! 
The Queen of Heaven has come to teach me faith and 
prayer ! 



XLVI. 

One mother taught me from the sacred book, 
Another seeks, and takes me to her house. 
One all she knew most sweetly undertook, 
And what she knew not, leaves to Heaven's spouse 
Who drops inspiring dews from palmy boughs, 
To quip me for the battle I must fight 
With demons who begin to tempt my vows 
And groan with rage for one escaped their spite; 
But arm I will for Heaven and scare the powers of night 



END OF "THE SOLITARY." 
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RETROSPECTION. 

For awhile thy vision cast 

O'er Earth's broad field of the past, 

Look for fruit of every curse 

Tyrants sow'd, worse after worse; 

How they contradict the bust 

That smiles, though cause of many a pain ; 

Behold ! what crowns are in the dust — 

Herods cannot always reign ! 

Murder's brow is still and pale; 
Malice sleeps upon the trail; 
Cunning and Deceit are there — 
Eyelids veil the stony stare — 
These awake a world could trust ! 
Now they lie! Death holds their chain, 
And hides their sceptres in the dust, 
Herods cannot always reign ! 

O'er the field of many a strife 

See the forms of peaceful life : 

Love has found a happy dell. 

Where, with hope, she means to dwell; 

Helping hands around are thrust. 

Philosophy is calming pain ; 

But see, what crowns lie in the dust — 

Herods cannot always reign! 
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LILY OF MELROSE. 



Where trees their Springtide whispers tune, 

And blithesome birds begin to mate, 
And morning's sun, and evening's moon, 

Look on Life's beauty soon and late; 
There wanders forth at early mom 

Like floating flower the fresh wind blows. 
So lightly are her footsteps borne — 

Fair lovely Lily of Melrose, 

And Summer comes with verdant robe, 

And radiant crown, for trees and flowers, 
But she might deck the brightest globe. 

Wearing no coronet of ours. 
Her bright brow radiates a bloom 

Of light, that crowns her as it flows. 
And Queen of starry flowers that loom 

Is lovely Lify of Melrose. 

When Autumn's mantle, manifold. 

Veils sweetly o'er the waving scene, 
And in the wood the axe rings bold. 

She blooms the last flower on the green; 
The woodman turns to look at her. 

And turns again before he goes. 
The boist'rous breezes change and stir 

To follow Lily of Melrose. 

When Winter's snowy fingers deck 

The landscape in a spotless dress. 
That sweetly shrouds sad Natures wreck. 

And plants her grave with loveliness. 
Behold ! she comes ! Her presence paints 

A beaming picture on the snows. 
Like Nature's soul from Death's restraints 

Looks lovely Lily of Melrose, 
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A THREEFOLD LOVE. 

Sweet roses red and white! Ah, who can tell 
Which rose to love the most? Sweet Evening Star! 
And thou Sweet Silver Moon ! Whose realm is best ? 
Breathes yonder calm circumference of blue, 
A sweeter air around a favoured Heaven? 
Or does the soaring soul partake alike 
An equal joy from visiting new spheres, 
Yet adding joy to joy's full quantity. 
Expanding with each thought, each sight, each sound- 
While Feeling counts the manifold delights, 
Born of the mingling beams souFs eyes send forth? 
I must think so; no special flower to me. 
No star, in earnest thought, has preference; 
None can say less than " God ; " and God is love. 
None can say more that we may understand. 



Oh sweet White-rose ! she was a lovely flower 

As ever looked into a mother's face. 

As ever trembled on a parent stem. 

As ever grew, and whispered to the breeze 

A gentle harmony of song and fragrance; 

As much a flower as human flower could be; 

Her face, its graces pure, and seraph-like. 

Shook oft in smiles, or laughter's tremulous beam. 

Fit prnament for some pure God's soft bow^r \ 



' 
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Oh dear Red-rose! A winsome flower was she, 
As ever tears or smiles enwreathed with gems. 
As ever nodded to the noonday sun, 
Or lifted a bright face through cloudy tears, 
As ever grew, and whisper'd to the breeze 
A gentle harmony of song and fragrance 
A face, a human face, that might adorn 
A cottage where the dark-leaved ivy clings 
Scarcely an angel's flower, yet still a rose 

A poet often look'd on these two flowers, 

Look'd with the eyes of love, and scarcely knew 

"AVhich rose to love the most." "White-rose," he thought, 

"Sweet, guileless flower, seraph-like and pure, 

I have at times a mood, an hour for thee: — 

When soars my soul amid the pure night-stars. 

When voices call me from some airy fane. 

When rills of fleecy white run through the clouds, 

Soften'd to rapture by the mellow moon. 

When my full spirit, scarce in consciousness 

Of the dull body, bears it still along 

O'er beauty's path, in woodland, hill, or vale, — 

With thee, I would the starry heights explore; 

With thee, in airy palace lift my voice; 

With thee, by fleecy rill in clouds would wander; 

Would look upon thy face beneath the moon; 

With thee, would be in heaven; with thee, make Earth 

The Heaven it seems to Hope's fond trusting eye!" 

Thus mused he, till he saw the other flower 
Laugh out upon him, from her ivied window: — 
" Oh dear Red-rose ! " he said, " embodied beam 
Of Love's most radiant and most eloquent smile, 
I have, how oft I have a mood for thee — 
When Morning's sun is gilding all her pearls. 
When birds are piping their first hymn of praise. 
When Noon is breathing her intensest balm 
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Of honey'd fragrance, from her lips of flowers, 
When rivulets, like furrowed veins of gold, 
Bathe the rapt sense in radiance and music, 
When Evening's sun is gloriously red. 
And birds sing softly nodding flowers to sleep, — 
With thee, how would I walk to meet the morn, 
While birds and zephyrs thankful tribute breathed, — 
And thank the power that gave me such a gem. 
Blessing the world that bore thee on its bosom ; 
With thee, amid the noonday sun would sing, 
And wage a war of joy with yonder lark. 
With every glad creation, — gilded stream. 
The flowers, — all rapturous intensities; 
And in the last gleam of the expiring sun, 
Would wish for many a waking day with thee!'' 

And so, in hesitation, oft he view'd 

These lovely flowers, nor knew which loved he best. 

Till in some hour when courage gave him speech. 

And Love held open book before his eyes. 

He to White-Rose his suit successful paid. 

Oh for a pen dipped through a rainbow beam. 
Into the blue of heaven ! to write a page 
In counterpart to youngs Love's book of life ; 
A picture-page, where visions and reality 
Should be so wound about with rainbow hues, 
That Hope, and Love, and Life, appear as on^l 

Yet deem not that the happy lover had 

No thoughts but those which doted on his flower. 

For many an eye-glance rested on Red-Rose, 

And many a heart-throb startled out her name 

Unto his musing spirit ; in his dreams 

A Red-Rose cross'd a White-Rose constantly, 

A dark face kiss'd away a light one's kiss; 

Once when a vision of his White-Rose beam'd 

She faded, and the Red-Rose fill'd her place, 

Nor did depart until the dream had flown. 
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Now from that time his flower seem*d to fade 
Their love was strong as ever, yet appeared 
More spiritual than e'er it was before; 
They look'd not in each face as lovers do, 
To scan the featured smile, and read the heart, 
But with a glance that wander'd into self, 
To trace a soul's reflection in a soul. 
Exchanging unexpressed presentiments. 

Her form grew fragile, and her eyebeam faded, 

Without a cause physicians could discover; 1 

She faded from the world, this simple flower! 

Sicken'd, nor could the cause herself explain ; 

Yet, ere she pass'd away, commended sweetly 

Red-Rose unto her lover's care, and promising 

That she would watch in spirit over them, 

Would mould each loving thought, would bless their dreams, 

Would oft be present, nightly, and by day. 

Not much remains untold: The bitter grief. 

The tears, the slowly waking life of love 

That died with its first object, for a time — 

These came in course, and passed; then wooing came, 

And soon Red-Rose became the poet's bride. 

Happy are they, with mellow'd love, and hope. 

Love 'tween themselves, love for their spirit-friend; 

And oft in visions daily, and by night, 

A White-Rose crosses where a Red-Rose blooms, 

And each dissolves in each; a poet views. 

And he is happy in the mingled bloom, 

Nor would disever such rich harmony. 

A spirit moulds their love, and blends their dreams. 

Blending itself in happiness, with all. 

The poet often views a White-Rose wreath, 

Upon his loved one's brow ; he feels a hand 

Joining his own unto his sweet Red-Rose : — 

Three happy beings in a threefold love! 
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EVENING. 

How fair thy closing light, O Eve! 

A balm for hearts that daily grieve, 

When they partake, from viewing thee 

Thy solemn, soft serenity. 

The soul that wildly beats, in vain. 

The bars, which keep her locked with pain, 

Feeding the eye, and thought on thee, 

Drinks, as from a Lethean sea ; 

And when the moon her rapture deals 

To lovers in their hone/d bowers. 

In hallow'd rays, which are the seals 

Of love in calm intensity. 

And silvers o'er the passing hours, — 

Then Paradise is felt in thee. 



:o:- 



JOY'S PROPHECY. 

Joy was a purple cloud. 
Radiant at morn. 
And the birds welcomed loud 
From blooming thorn. . • 

Birds are, with radiance, fled, 
Rain leaves the dun overhead, 
Blooms lie on earthly bed. 

Mom! tho* thy colour cheers, 
Beams are but promised tears, 
Joy's finger points to fears. 
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THE SERAPH WREATH. 

All beauty twines a wreath for thee, 
Sweet spirit of the dead; 
Wherever grow the brightest flowers, 
I see thee lay thy head. 

When Fancy's chariot rides thro' Heaven, 
Of all the seraph crew, 
Thou hast the look that wings its wheels 
With light, and steers it through. 

When wavelets stir the quiet pool, 
Out peep thy azure eyes! 
A rippled smile spreads o'er a face 
Reflected from the skies. 

When music softly stirs my soul, 
I see thee soar, and shine; 
And oh! the strain must follow thee. 
With light, and love to twine! 

When children in the meadows play, 
A healthful happy band; — 
With lightsome step, and loving eye, 
Thou com'st, to join each hand. 

Wherever grow Life's rarest flowers,- 
Sweet spirit of the dead, 
Thou comest from thy Heavenly bowers 
To wreathe, and lay thy head. 
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OUR HOPES ARE BUDDING WITH THE 

SPRING. 

Our hopes are budding with the Spring, 
And joy is ripening into bloom, 
And sadness finds a vernal tomb, 
Love-thoughts, like birds, are gathering, 
Little daisies ope their eyes, 
Beamingly, with sunny fancies, 
And snow-drops pure, like Paradise, 
Every nerve in rapture dances. 

And Life is dreaming of delight. 
And gladly trusting all her dreams. 
And memory basks in golden beams, 
And rays with gold the inner sight; 
Nature's magic cup is full. 
Haste to drink it while ye may, 
And rouse a vision beautiful 
That broadens to eternal day. 
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THE DREAMER. 

Over the fields, 

The ripples go, 

The nodding poppies 

Dreaming glow, 

And the brook is faint 

With a sleepy flow; 

The thrush has sat 

On the selfsame bough, 

Singing low 

For an hour or so; 

And how shall I go 

From the pleasant vale, 

Where a ceaseless tale 

Of soothing things 

Grows on, and sings ; 

Let thunder come 

Ere I loose my dream ! 

Here will I sit 

By the happy stream 

And blend with it. 



■:o;- 



THE SPREADING SHADOW. 

In the days when life was light, 
O'er me beamed a lustrous sun, 
Quite unclouded by a mist, 
With no speck or stain upon; 
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And with morning tha-e begun 
A sweet sound of melody 
That warbled through the day, 
Gilded by the sunny ray; 
And at night, in dreams did lie, 

Like a sleepy river flowing, 

Sweetly coming, sweetly going. 



But as Life's young day grew on, 
Little shadows seem'd to grow 
Round the edges of the sun, 
As they rose from earth below, 
And were brightened into glow; 
First I wondered, then I trembled. 
Then I reason'd, then I smiled. 
And I felt myself beguiled; 

Yes, the shadows fast were going 
As the music kept on flowing. 



But one day a sullen shadow 
Dimmed a space upon the sun ; 
It was small, and only faintly 
Had its portraiture begun; 
Then I wished it might be gone. 
But it rapidly increaseth. 
And the sun seems hidden more, 
Every minute than before; 
But the music never ceaseth. 

Now monotonously flowing. 

While the shadow drear is growing. 
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Oh! the shadow broadens now! 

I shall noadden! I shall die! 

Oh! I will not see it more; 

I will close my restless eye ! 

But alas! for though I try, 

I cannot stay my sight, . 

Because it looks within. 

Peering with a frantic grin 

On the shadow and the light. 

Hark the music sweetly flowing, 
But the shadow, how 'tis growing. 



:o:- 



COME. 

Come with a smile upon thy face. 

Thy hair set free, 
Let it flow around with sweetest grace 

Entwining me. 

Come with a voice like a mountain rill, 

Set music free ; 
It shall flow to my heart with trembling thrill. 

Entrancing me. 

Come with a rose on each twilight cheek. 

And a starry eye; 
Soften my joy till it cannot speak 

Save in a sigh. 

Come with that pure, ethereal crown 

On that lily brow; 
Mingle my soul and my thought with thine own. 

An eternal vow. 
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THE SPIRITS DAY AND NIGHT. 

Awake! and wander forth 
To feast thy finer taste, 
On the sun-gilded earth, 
With Heavenly beauty graced I 

List the songs 

Of feather'd throngs, 

Laugh and sing 

With the flowing, spring, 
Till thought grows sunlike, luminously rife. 
Joyful, awake and full of health and life. 

Night comes ; now wander forth. 
In dreams, through ether-clime, 
Above the shrouded earth. 
Beyond the land of time ; 

Ope thine ears. 

List the spheres, 

In music roll. 

Attune the soul 
To perfect bliss, repose of sound, and sight, 
Saturn-like, sleeping in a ring* of light ! 



:o: 



FRACJMENT. 

The flowerets bloom. 
For AVinter cannot tear from Earth her crown. 

Her scented diadem ; 
True loveliness will triumph o'er the tomb, 

It is Heaven's own! 
And God's fair angels guard each flowery stem ! 
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But mist enshrouds, 
And sultry airs encompass flowers with fears. 

III. 
Life's April clouds, 
Shall weep their shades away in balmy tears! 
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THE SUN AND THE FLOWER. 

I DREAMT of a Summer sun, 

So gloriously bright. 
That the countless orbs above 

Were as nothing to its light. 

And awake I wandered forth, 

Sad and disconsolate. 
For my soul sigh'd for the beams 

Love only can create. 

I dreamt of a floweret fair, 
It "was so sweet a thing 

That its equal never bloom'd 
In all the wealth of Spring. 

And I woke and found it not, 
My harp hung listlessly; 

Now I sing — My light, my flower! 
IVe found them both in thee! 
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THE SISTER SPIRITS. 

The skies were robed in azure sheen, 
And Beauty shone with Heavenly Hght, 

When, in a grove of glorious green, 
I dreamt a vision gaily bright. 

I slept like beauteous Nature sleeps, 
Enshrouded calm, in Beauty's beam, 

When the pale moon her vigil keeps. 
And lights Creation's blissful dream. 

Two lovely spirits round me sang, 
In various tones all blending sweet, 

Till in mine ear such music rang, 
My soul was like a pulse to beat. 

And as I gazed on each fair form, 
And saw in each such beauty traced, 

My Life forgot its rending storm, 
And fed on charms serenely chaste. 

And like a shower of soothing rain, 

Sun-gilded on an August day, 
Their glances cooFd my raptured brain. 

Thought wander'd through a flowery way 

In warble of sweet silver sound, 
A voice my willing ear ^ddress,d, 

And zephyrs sent a murmur round. 
Like echoes ere they sink to rest. 

"Ah, who am I ? If thou canst tell. 
This rosy wreath shall bind thy brow." 

A Heavenly ray upon me fell, 
I feel it in my being now. 
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I said : " Thy robe of Heaven's hue, 
Is like the realm where Love doth bide, 

Soft, soothing, bright, serenely blue; 
Oh! thou art Love, and naught beside! 

"Thy hair, with flowers in beauty twined. 
Like loving hands, to me doth prove. 

That there thy semblance is defined, 
Thou art the spirit fair of Love! 

"And by whose graces I have named. 

From Heaven that came, to Heaven that soar, 

By mine own soul, with I^ve inflamed ! 
Oh thou art Love, and nothing more!" 

She spake : — " Thou hast discerned full well, 
Oh sing of me in accents rare ! " 

Then from her hand the rose-wreath fell 
Upon my brow and rested there. 

In voice as pure as morning air 
The other spirit spoke to me;— 

"This snowy mantle thou shalt wear 
If thou wilt say who I may be." 

I said: "Thine eyes that search the soul, 
Piercing like Truth the outward dust. 

Are Truth's own orbs, whose bright control 
Has bound me unto thee to trust. 

"Thy robe of stainless, cygnet white, 
That makes all else seem dull, in sooth. 

Is like a flash of Truth's own light ; 
Thou art the spirit fair of Truth I 

" And by those graces I have named, 

From Heaven that came, to Heaven that soar, 

By mine own soul with Truth inflamed ! 
Oh thou art Truth, and nothing more ! " 
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She spake : Thou hast discerned full well, 

Oh sing of me in accents true!" 
The mantle on my shoulder fell, 

And unto Heaven both spirits flew. 

But sleeping, though I dream of Love, 

Awake, the fairy vision flies; 
And though with Truth in dreams I rove, 

Awake, the world is full of lies. 

Come Love and Truth, illume my path. 

With joys immortally to beam; 
While Hate or Falsehood, waking hath, — 

Fair Spirits, I would ever dream. 
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A VISION. 

A FRAGRANCE floated on the air. 
And fiird the sense with bliss; 

It seem'd ethereally so rare, 
'Twas like a spirit's kiss. 

And staying as to court the sense. 

It died with gradual wane; 
Then floating to a distance, thence 

Came back in sound again ; 

Then blent with some soul-treasured strain, 

It robed my being round; 
And every fibre of my brain. 

Throbbed bliss, and thought in sound. 
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SUMMER. 

Oh skies, and trees, and lustrous little flowers, 
And Earth^s green carpet — Beauty*s brightest brood, 
Connecting Heaven, and this fair world of ours. 
The beauty of each rainbow, since the flood, 
Doth concentrate in sky, tree, flower, and bud. 

Summer hath joys complete — sight, fragrance, song; 
The soaring spirit stoops not in its flight. 
High thoughts, unflagging, still are borne along. 
And breathing Heavenly air, sustain their height, 
Till the soul beams with Beauty's perfect light. 

Each little floweret is a golden thought. 
Each little tree a promise, and each song a psalm. 
Tree, flower, and bird with love and joy are fraught; 
The placid lake presents a breathing balm. 
Mountain-like clouds give grandeur greatly calm ! 

Every good thought that liveth in the mind. 
May find in Summer some sustaining might; 
Every sad care the drooping spirits find 
Is lull'd by song to rest : — Thy beauties bright 
Are Love's own food, and Joy's unclouded light. 
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LOVE'S MINISTERS. 

The star that lights the wayward thought, 
The flowers that wreathe the raptured heart 
With incense-twining breath; 
The magnet, that with soft control 
Binds heart to heart and soul to soul, 
Connecting Life and Death. 

The sunny beam on tear-wet flowers, 
Changing dull rain to golden showers. 
Refreshing — making strong, 
And giving Beauty all her worth. 
Connecting Paradise with Earth — 
All these to Love belong. 
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THE FLOOD. 

It comes! It is here! 

How the trembling crowd 

Look ghastly fear! 

For the mighty sweep 

Of the rustling gale 

Has summoned the deep 

To that hollow vale; 

And the vivid lightning 

Anon is brightening 

The ghostly faces and glittering rocks; 

And the thunder's shocks 

Relapse into stillness ; 
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And the faint air mocks, 
And sinks into chillness ; 
And the spray is blown 
With the wild wind's moan. 

Now ariseth the sun, 

With a cheerful light, 

Startling the night, 

But the ravage is done; 

And all desolate 

The waters lie, 

And the breezes sigh 

A dirge of Fate ; 

For Death has done 

A short night's work. 

In the misty mirk. 

And Life's storm hath gone. 



I 
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EVENING. 

The setting sun the evening veils. 
With softening light, of pearl-rose tint. 

And though Earth beams, yet Heaven prevails. 
For Beauty's Heaven's foot imprint; 

And all that savour bright or fair. 

In earth or sea, or sky or air. 

Are cheering beams of Heavenly light 

To guide us in the road of right 
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The flowers fold their petals up, 

Mid closing leaves, so tranquilly, 
The dewdrop rests within its cup. 

Soon all shall rest, save Mercy's eye, 
Which cannot sleep, but watches ever, 
That love and beauty may not sever, 
That, mingled streams of harmony 
Flowing, they may never die. 
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NATURES MINISTERING. 

How pleasant blows the breeze to-day! 

We'll wander fields and valleys through; 
The wind has given a tongue to May, 

That asks our voice as chorus too. 

Tis dusky daylight now, and all 
The dew of night remains upon 

The trees, above the waterfall. 
Which wave with the green grass as one. 

And all around is sweet perfume. 
And living things are full of joy. 

And music joins with Nature's bloom, — 
There's happiness without alloy. 

There's music flowing in the stream, 
And in the stir of beauteous din. 

And more than musical doth seem 
The echoing of the heart within. 

For all the music to the sense. 

Give echoes of a purer kind, 
Which passing to the heart, from thence 

Exhale to Heaven in thoughts refined. 
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And all the lovely sights around, 

Give insight into higher things, 
And mingling with the soaring sound, 

They lift to Heaven on Fancy's wings. 

And every natural impulse stirs 

A sweeter impulse, and within 
We feel they are the harbingers 

Of better worlds, unknown to sin, 

And sunny thoughts float in the mind, 

As winds that are from Heaven fanned. 
Seeming unto the soul refined 

As shadows of a promised land. 

The rippling streamlet's rainbow hues 

Beam in the heart, and glad the eye; 
Bathing the soul in silver* dews, 

Exhaling with them to the sky. 

Oh God of Nature, Earth, and Heaven, 

O beauteous forms of tender joy. 
Which, when to gloomy thoughts we're given. 

Alone have power to satisfy ! 

What e'er of Heaven is shown on earth, 

Is but by mighty mercy shown; 
All things of beauty, love, and worth. 

Speak forth thy praise, and are Thine own ! 

We feel our rapturous thoughts ascend I 

To Thee, the fountain and the source 
Of love and joy that ne'er shall end. 

We feel we have Thy intercourse. 

We cannot thank Thee as we ought. 

We cannot know great Mercy's plans; 
Suffice to know all good is wrought 

By Thee, — but evil things are man's, 
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We feel our sympathy with Thee ; 

In every breath that stirs our frame; 
And all our acts, make them to be 

Fit syllables to sound Thy name. 
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THE SKIES. 

The skies ! the skies ! the boundless skies ! 
Where glowing aspiration flies 
With eagle wings, intent to soar. 
And rest alone on Heaven's shore. 

The skies ! the blue unclouded skies ! 
Where golden orbs in lustre rise; 
Like happy hours in morning light. 
Or star-robed dreams in blissful night. 

The skies ! the soft and azure skies ! 
When whitest clouds in lustre rise; 
Like purest thoughts, that soar above. 
And mingle Earth and Heaven in love. 

The skies! the lowering, wrathful skies! 
When thunder rolls and lightening flies! 
Like troublous storms that rage within, 
Yet purify the heart from sin. 

Behold the skies at early morn. 
When laverocks greet the day new-born; 
And feeling glows with rapture bright. 
Arising with the sun to light. 

The skies ! the crimson evening skies ! 
When hymns of hopeful prayer arise; 
Beneath whose calmness those who weep, 
In balmy bliss their cares may steep. 
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The skies ! the blue, ethereal skies ! 
When God's own arch glads human eyes; 
Our feelings catch the colours seven, 
And, bathed in beauty, soar to Heaven. 

The skies may smile or darkly frown. 
But Mercy always raineth down; 
And Nature grows in loveliness. 
In sun or shade, to song and bliss. 
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GATHER AND SCATTER. 

Gather flowers, to twine a wreath: — 
Lilies, for the spotless brow, 
Roses for the blooming cheek. 
Fanned by Heaven's sweetest breath; 
Seals for many a lovers' vow; 
When the heart itself would speak, 
Tis so ruled by Beauty's powers, 
That it writes its words in flowers. 

Scatter flowers upon the road 
Which Life's weary pilgrims tread, 
Grateful breath shall fan them sweetly, 
Sorrow soon forget her load; 
Wreaths of blessings crown thy head. 
Fairy footsteps come to meet thee, 
Hands unseen us join together, 
Love shall bloom in roughest weather. 
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Gather flowers of virtue, knowledge, 
Friendship, Love, and truth divine. 
From the works of learnbd sages, 
From the home, or from the college, 
^Vheresoe'er the garden's shine 
Through our glory-coloured ages. 
Gather flowers to twine a wreath, 
Illuming life, defying death. 

Cluster them in poises sweet. 
Scatter them upon the earth, 
They shall cheer the dying head, 
Beating hearts shall calmly beat, 
Joy shall rise in rosy birth. 
Truth her lily-brightness shed. 
Life shall be more sweetly ours. 
Gathering, and scattering flowers. 
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A CHRISTMAS STORY. 

I. 

A family known to be grave and discreet 
One Christmas found out that their pies of mincemeat 
Were so tough from some cause which defied explanation. 
That no one could eat them, though tried in rotation. 

II. 

A cabinet council was held what to do 

That no waste from the loss of the pies should accrue, 

No christian could ever survive them was sure 

So would'nt they do to bestow on the poor? 



Il8 CLOSER TO MY HEART. 

III. 

Now one who was known a philanthropist sound 
Objected to this on the following ground: — 
If we give to the poor what they cannot digest 
They may smash our windows and give us no rest. 

IV. 

Well after a great many troublesome questions, 
Most weighty remarks, and most happy suggestions 
They ended the matter with all their debates 
By saving their pies to present to the waits. 
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CLOSER TO MY HEART. 
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Do I love thee, canst thou fear me? 

If my heart thou could'st but see ! 
Yes, I love thee ! lean thou near me, 

Near the heart that beats for thee. 
All the answer I impart — 
Is come closer to my heart. 

II. 

Hearts we say are prone to alter, 
If my heart thou could'st but know! 

I would tell thee, yet I falter. 

Heart is quick but words are slow. 

How can I the truth impart — 

Come thou closer to my heart. 



UNA. 119 



III. 

Nay! I see thou dost believe me, 
Ask no more, words ever fail ; 

Trust the heart that cannot grieve thee, 
Throbbing out its silent tale. 

Love, like this, no words impart — 

Oh, come closer to my heart. 
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UNA. 

Two homes : — and Una lived in one ; 

And I in one looked on her face, 
I often wished the leaftime gone. 

Because the flowers hid greater grace 
Than any beauty made of leaves, 
Than any lonely heart receives, 
Than any loveless man believes ; 
And when the summer went, 

I saw her face — as lover sees, — 

A better blossom for the trees. 
That made bare bows content. 

But when the leaves were thick agacin, 
I thought their beauty out of place, 

Because it only dimmed the pane 
That let such light upon my face. 

Yet I would meet her in my walks 

To dream of her, and moonlight talks. 

The future yet may bring; 
What other futures might bestow 
I scarcely had a wish to know ; 
Yet in my sky a golden row 

Of hopes would shine and sing. 
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It came about, I know not how, — 

We met, and grew in lover's art. 
We pledged with kisses many a vow. 

And spoke the language of the heart. 
Yet something seemed to interpose. 
And prophecy of coming woes, 
E'en when my joy was best ; 

My heart though full, with happy heat, 

To wait the coming of her feet. 

With bounding joy in every beat, — 
Could never fully rest. 

For she was a thing of air, 
That fancy sees, yet cannot keep, 

Or call at will, — for here and there 

She came and went like sylphs of sleep. 

So like a dream her real charm, 

My dreams of her so life-like warm, 

I scarce knew night from day; 
In each, a darkness came between 
The light, by which all things were seen; 
In each high hope or doubtings mean. 

With arbitary sway. 

I could not blame what some would call 
A "mere coquett's" small heat and cold, 

I could not teach or guide at all — 
There was no earth in her to mould. 

I knew she had a wilful way. 

Unstable as a ripple's ray, 

A thoughtless innocence. 

The chance that brought her love to mine 
Could change not elements so fine. 
Heaven's light, though love, must ever shine 

In its own law's defence. 
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She came and went, — ^and went for aye, — 

Her light in shadow dosed at last! 
Now night and ever night, and day 

With thickest night was overcast! 
My very soul was stunned with gloom, 
I wandered blind from room to room, 
My eyes were in her grave. 

Light came unasked, — revealing woe, — 

I felt a blot upon the glow 

Of nature, ah ! 'tis sad to know, 
When knowing cannot save ! 

That face again ! oh vision blest. 

It seems I only live at times ! 
A blank unnameable unrest 

Is oftenest on me, like sad chimes 
Of death-bells on the fateful air. 
When the heart beats too fast for prayer, — 
Its resting places scattered; 

And though the brow be very still, 

The storm at heart shall work its will : — 

See the stern rock of yonder hill 
By bursting waters shattered. 

But when my need is at its worst. 

And all my soul is dumb with want, 
And sorrow's waters wait to burst 

Their own half dozen adamant, 
A face that was and is my all, 
Of joy, comes, and the horrent thrall 
Qf tears that petrify. 

Yields to the tears that flow forth bright, 

And mingle with the sun in light. 

My sun, that leaves me total night. 
And sleepless agony. 
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So she is sometimes with me still, 
As life with death, and sun with shade, 

I sometimes quite forget my ill, 
Or think 'twas only vision made. 

Maybe, she brings some anodyne. 

Just as she would if wedded mine. 

And I lay ill at ease : 

Perchance, as such sweet thoughts arise 
And grow, — I may forget my sighs 
And be in her new wisdom wise, 

And see the joy she sees. 



: o :- 



A F-RIEND IN NEED. 

I was looking in the sky. 

Very sad, — awaiting hope, 
"Hope I think will come," said I, 

"If my heart with Heaven will cope." 
So I kept my thoughts turned high: 

"Give me hope, or else I die." 

Then I thought the bright word shone, 
Hope was written on a cloud. 

Golden letters everyone! 

And a stream of comfort flowed. 

But the letters soon were gone. 

Still the cloud has gold upon. 

But the tempter came, and said: — 
"Are you sure you scanned it all, 

" Hope was written as you read ; 
" But a word that's full of gall 

"Might be there unnoticfed, 

" The word * No,' — a word of dread I 
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"If the cloud had said *No Hope,' 

"Yet your looking to the right, 
"From the sinister to grope, 

"Showed you but one word of light; 
"Had you wished to know the worst, 
"You had seen two words accursed!" 

Then I said : ** How shall I know 

" If I may hope any more ? 
"At yon waterflower Til throw, 

"From this dry deserted shore; 
" If I hit it, I will try 
"To believe my hopeful sky." 

But I failed, and then I said, 

"If a lark sing over here, 
" Ere the falling of this tear, 

"If I see a wild rose red, 
" Ere another drop appear, 

"I will say, 'Despair is dead, 
" Hope again another year ! * " 

But they nothing favoured me» 

So I said, " Now welcome death ; 
"Who am I, that I should be 

"Just a home for sighing breath? 
But a hand was on me placed, 
And a smiling friend I faced. 

So I asked him, " Do you think, 

" Truth can in an omen be ? " — 
"Not when writ in devil's ink, 

" Foul despair," — he answered me ; 
"Any omen understood, 
"Can mean nothing else than good." 
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Thus, whene'er you try your fate, 
If the signs be good, — believe 

Every word immaculate, 
Tho* if bad, they but decieve. 

Human destiny is fair, 

Heaven has joy enough to share. 



:o: 



I 
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LIKE THEE. 

I HEAR the bells of memory chime, 
Full sweetly on mine ear. 
They mind me of the sunny time 
AVhen love was young, and in its prime, 
Like thee, my love, like thee. 

I see the flowers of Memory blow, 
Like buds in spring appear; 
Their beauty more and more I know. 
For as I gaze they sweeter grow. 
Like thee, my love, like thee 

I see the sun of Memory shine. 
And gild Life's falling tear, 
I know that joy and hope are mine. 
And these are paradise divine. 
With thee, my love, with thee. 

Tis love that wakes each gentle flower. 
And guides the honey bee. 
Love twines the tendril to the bower. 
And so shall twine each honey'd hour 
In paradise with thee. 



I2S 



SPRING THOUGHTS. 

The life-restoring Spring has come, 

And verdure grows around, 

But voices that we loved are gone, 

And song-bird's voice availeth none 

To heal the open wound. 

Ah! many flowers in death have slept, 

And breezes sigh'd, and soft dews wept. 

Around are flowerets fair and bright. 
That softly whisper Spring is here, 
And giant boughs their leaves resume. 
But ah ! the human tree is sear ; 
And biting blasts misfortune jeer — 
Alas! how many hopes have slept, 
While Memory o'er her vigils wept! 

But grieve not, for a flowery turf 

Upon thy grave shall sweetly bloom ; 

And blades of grass shall point to skies 

Where spirits soar above Earth's tomb ; 

And night shall unto day g^ve room ; 

Hopes twined with flowers shall wake from sleep, 

And nought, shall make the spirit weep. 



: 
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THE WINDS. 

Wind that blows across the meadows, 
Painting mystery with shadows, 
Waft my soul to where thou blowest, 
Regions which thou only knowest ! 

Wind that maketh melody, 
In the branches as they sigh, 
In the ripples of the river. 
Make me one with thee for ever! 

Wind that fans the wasted cheek. 
Into dimples round and sleek, 
Steep my soul in breezy breath, 
Fan Life's fire from spirit-death ! 

Wind that curls the wavy ocean. 

Mix with mine its dire commotion. 

Mould all sorrow with the wave, 

The foam its shroud, the deep its grave ! 

Wind that wafts the clouds along 

To the march of the wild bird's song. 

Gently sway my wandering feet. 

The heavenward steps of saints to meet ! 

Wind that kisses dewy flowers. 
Wakening in them music's powers, 
In melody my eyelids close. 
Kiss me into sweet repose. 
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SHINE, SILVER MOON. 

Shine, silver moon, upon my brow. 
Shine through my window, o'er my rest. 
Subdue mine eyes with peaceful light, 
And melt each care within my breast. 

While o'er the world thy radiance falls, 
A healing balm for hearts that weep. 
Oh light my soul, and kindle dreams, 
And wake a paradise of sleep. 

Oh lead me on, my eyelids close. 
Conduct me not to earth again; 
For I would see some sight of love, 
Ere midnight unto morning wane. 

And if I see not love in dreams. 
Knowing not where to And it here. 
Oh ! I would lie beneath thee, Moon, 
To dream love*s Summer all the year ! 
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THE HAPPY SANG. 

I HAD a bird that wadna sing 

A sang, nor whistle scarce ava, 

An' yet I lo'ed the saucy thing, 

The niair his roguish een I saw: 

I put his prison out ae day, 

That he might taste the caller air, I 

A muckle taste he had, oh wae! 

For aff he fled, I kent na where. 

But soon I spied him on a tree. 
He sand fu' glad, — I whistled sair. 
He wink'd his saucy een at me, 
And 'flew awa* to come nae mair. 
I couldna blame the happy thing. 
Though happy far awa' frae me; 
Shame ! Wad ye ha'e puir bodies sing; 
Unless they sing o' liberty? 






-:o:- 



THE PROPHETIC VISION. 

In silence sitting on a green hill's base. 
Was one whose mind seem*d dead to all around; 
There was stillness in her downward face. 
Like pensive haloes on time-honour'd ground ! 
Or the faint whispering echo's mellow'd sound, 
When mournful music dies in stilly shades — 
A something wild, yet solemnly profound; 
Like fairest light soften'd in yew-tree shades. 
Or overhanging rocks in peaceful, sunny glades. 
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There was sorrow lingering in her heart, 
But grief was there too peaceful and too deep, 
To show itself in tears, for when they start 
They often lull each care to happy sleep; 
For Sorrow lets but favoured votVies weep. 
Such seem'd she not; a mist was round her thrown, 
No pearly rain adown her face would sweep, 
No wail that held balm-music in its moan 
Breathed from her; there she sat in trancfed thought alone. 



She mourn'd for one whom she in secret loved; 
He was a being loving beauteous sounds 
And sights of loveliness ; his whole life moved 
Through Poesy's dim spirit-haunted grounds, 
Where mystic fancies dance on verdant mounds; 
He felt the mystery of the moonlit eve; 
He followed feelings to their aerial bounds ; 
He learn'd that Nature never could deceive, 
Though for deceit of human things he oft would grieve. 



One bard he loved, with adoration deep, 
And felt a subtle sympathy of mind — 
A strange mysterious feeling, which doth creep 
Upon us, when our beau-ideal we find ; 
Something the heart doth naturally bind 
To what we are most like ourselves within; 
Even as perfume mingles with the wind. 
Or loadstone draws unto itself its kin. 
Or smiles or frowns, a kindred smile or frown may win. 
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And in his admiration for that one, 
He liad resolved to see his burial-place; 
And travelling through the woods, soon lit upon 
The sought-for spot, — a spot of sweetest grace, 
Above a lake; sweet moss did interlace 
The tombstone, and around it mildly grew 
Sweet stars of verdure, and their every face 
Looked up to Heaven, so meekly pointing to 
The balmy skies above, to where his spirit flew. 



And lying on his poet's mossy grave. 
Asleep he falls, and soft winds fan his cheek; 
The murmurous willows gently o'er him wave. 
And visions now upon his senses break. 
A voice addresses him in accents meek; 
He looks and knows^ by spiritual eye, 
This is the bard he loves; and they both take 
A ramble round the lake, and joyously 
They talk of Nature fair, in language pure and high. 



I ! 
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And beauty seems to bright for worlds like this. 
Each flower is gilded with celestial rays ; 
Life is full grown to perfect happiness, 
A blithesome river watering flowery ways, — 
A hymn of love, a song of perfumed praise. 
And in the dream years seem to roll along, 
And happiness, too great for worldly days, 
Mingles each blooming thought with sweetest song, 
In rapture harmonising with the sylvan throng. 
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The sun sets now, and shadows tinge his face, 
The winds blow cool, the willows roughly wave. 
The wild flowers waft a perfume o'er the place; 
And now he wakes upon the mossy grave, 
Where beauteous visions did his being lave 
With happiness he ne'er awake could know. 
He walks away; the wild winds round him rave. 
Then softest breezes on his forehead blow. 
Then spirit-music o'er his senses seems to flow. 



Now looking back he sees, oh joyful sight! 
The spirit sitting on the grave's green throne. 
It beckons him. He walks back with delight. 
But finds the place all tenantless, alone. 
And hollow blasts sweep o'er the mossy stone. 
The lake is rustled, but the birds are still; 
The light of day to other worlds hath gone ; 
The moon shines forth in splendour bright and chill, 
And clouds are piled in sleep o'er every misty hill. 



The vision deeply sank into his soul. 
And from that hour his whole demeanour changed. 
He straight went home, resolved to seek the goal 
Of Poesy's high triumphs, and he ranged 
O'er wood and hill, from all low thoughts estranged. 
He burn'd to teach men beauty; in his mind 
Full many mighty plans he had arranged; 
And with a language subtle and refined 
He strove in strains of love, all human hearts to bind. 
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But few would listen, and his heart fdl faint ; 

His anxious eyes no reassuring gleam 

Could find in others, — ^yet he let no plaint 

Of disappointment mar his placid dream ; 

He watched his faith, and fanned its trembling beam, 

TUl the strong spirit feeling, Heaven's full light 

So thrillingly on Earthly darkness stream. 

Did pant itself from out aurelia night, 

And, winged with psychal splendours took etherial flight. 



■:o:- 



THE UPWARD STRIFE. 

I MADLY deem'd my jarring Ijtc 

A hallowed harp of poesy ; 
My soul, a spark of heavenly fire, 

To glow in strains of melody; 
Alas! I singing, sigh in vain. 
To emulate the seraph strain. 

Oh Britain's glory, Britain's power! 

Oh thoughts that flee on angel wing! 
From soul to soul, to kiss the flower 

That blooms by Nature's Eden-spring. 
Oh could I blend my songs with tliine. 
What transport of delight were mine ! 

Oh could I but one hour forget 
My pinion weak, that cannot soar, 

Dreaming my sun would never set. 
But shine and sing for evermore, 

A beam of day, a bird of ni^t, 

A harmony of song and light :-^ 
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But Stay ; why needlessly complain, 
While Heaven's blue dome encircles all? 

I cannot view the earth in vain, 
If I but heed the heavenward call ; 

If radiant love encircle me, 

No cloud can bring obscurity. 



:o:- 



THE HORIZON. 

There is a Sea, a dark uncertain Sea, 

So all-embodied, so much of itself, — 

So vast in breadth, so high in sweep of wave, 

That no one on the shore has ever known 

A glimpse of the horizon far beyond, 

Nor yet a sight of Heaven's expanse above; 

For all its great circumference is wrapt 

With misty vapour. Yet we surely know 

It is a sea; for in the silent hour 

We feel that wavy murmurs stir our frame. 

Yet hear them not, but know there is a sound. 

And travellers have stood and peered aloft. 

And forward, and around, with search intense. 

Yet gain'd no certain token of the sea. 

Save what the trembling limbs full truly feel 

By faint magnetic unison of sway. 

Yes, vainly the horizon have they sought ! 

And some have sung of sweet ethereal plains 
That bound this Ocean's vast magnificence. 
Eternal Palaces ! Immortal flowers ! 
Eternal music, (social love expressed,) 
Immortal rills of life and shaping power ! 
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Eternal peace and happiness supreme 

For the great good ones that are dwelling there. 

And an eternal throne for one high King — 

Great Giver and possessor of the love 

That is the spirit, language, mover sole, 

Reveard in many plastic spirit-shapes! 

But to the Sea again. Ah, dismal Sea! 

Ah, no ! — not dismal to the ear of Hope, 

That prophet who walks arm in arm with man, — 

Divine companion and interpreter 

Of Music, when her language seems obscure! 

That potent spirit who conceals the rags 

Of Poverty with haloes, and enwraps 

Pale misery with the mantle of the dawn, — 

That gilds the storm, that rides upon the wind. 

Often in tempest as in favouring gale. 

Hope, dear consoler, with his golden wings 

That fan their light around, and bear us on 

In sweet companionship to Earth's best Heaven. 

If for awhile the music of the sea 

Stirr'd aught of sad uneasiness, alas ! 

Twas but because I was not with thee then, 

But chose thy boding counter-spirit. Fear; 

And in my heart's perverseness shunn'd thy face. 

Hence Fear! I'll deem thee false a little while, 

And welcome soothing Hope awhile again. 

Hark ! Solemn murmuring ! rather listen not. 
But feel what Hope translates to music full; 
And greatly growing, like a forest stirr'd. 
Whose umbrage presses on the gazer's sight. 
So Hope interprets music from the sea, 
And forces bliss upon the thirsting ear; 
And, sooth to say, these sounds are growing more 
Like unto those of the Translator's voice. — 
Deep Fate ! they move like music magnified 
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To some intense unimageable bliss ! 
Hope, thou art Fate! Fate, thou art happiness; 
What see I now? Upon the ground are flowers. 
Around are hills ! Above a spacious blue ! 
Trees wave like shadows, — 'tis a fresh display 
Of power, as from a new Creation, still 
Quick-shaping images harmoniously; 
And music, the warm spirit, flowing on 
Through universal veins of some great life ; 
Where is the Sea? and where the hazy pall? 
Oh, who doubts joy in such a land of flowers ? 
Blooming so great a space from Life to Death! 
Not Death, for music breathes not from the tomb. 
But from beyond, yet ripples over graves. 

Here in a rosy bower will I recline ; 

The Sea is still delivering his sound. 

Or Hope, thou art invisible ; like him 

Eternal, undiscovered wealth of joy. 

Known only, yet not seen : unlike these flowers 

So sweetly seen, yet not too fully known, 

But wavering like a new-beginning dream. 

That always will be so, or so we think. 

But do I dream ? If so, I will assert 

Such dreams are all reality I want. 

Yet will I dream, although I be awake, 

And Fancy shall set forth, and lead me on 

To where as much as may be is reveaPd; 

For none in this sub-solar sphere could know 

And bear the weight of mystery unveiPd. 

A shape approaches of seraphic mould ! 

Sweet Spirit, garmented in radiance, 

Oh take me on beside those happy bowers. 

Sweet guardian of nature! — whatsoe'er 

Thy name may be, — dear seraph of the woods ; 

And haply, when yon azure hills are scaled, 

With thee I may essay to those beyond, 
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Pictured in moving landscapes of the sky. 

Oh, couldst thou show unto my anxious sight 

The spirit of those self-creating hills, — 

Those lily fields that borrow from the sun 

A lustre as aerial as the moon. 

Spirit of beauty here, thee should I slight ? 

Ah no! but love thee more, for thy full beam 

Would draw the greater radiance to itself. 

And I should only think beneath the dome 

Of mingling haloes how my soul were blessed ! 

Now my light footsteps skim with thine the grass, 

And Beauty doth unwrap her veil to thee. 

The loveliest images are realised 

In the quick change that darts from life to life; 

The soul retains whate'er it fully sees. 

And gathers wealth of light with every glance. 

Hence splendours pass'd, are mourn'd not, for the gleam 

Of Beauty, and the form, the presence, sure. 

Like Hope and Memory linger not behind, 

But are the faithful ministers of each. 

Yea, like those cloudy shapes in yon blue sky. 

That seem to chase the skylark's fleeting note. 

And rarify as that convolves to Heaven ; 

So do all Beauty's ministrants press on, 

Or soar unto each other, till absolved 

To universal, pure serenity. 

They form a part, the all of which is Heaven ! 

On a high summit of a rocky hill 

Now do I stand, but let me not look down. 

But rather upward, for I have ye still 

Around me, and before me, speaking ones! 

Sweet songs, and sights, though in the body pass'd. — 

Yes, I will upward gaze, or haply lie, 

Whilst thou, unsleeping sister of the world. 

Dear dream-distributor, oft misnamed Sleep, 

Shalt fan upon my soui the sacred dew 
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That lifts her from the body, as it does 

The verdure from the Earth. Oh! then with thee, 

Who still art Beauty with another name, 

I'll roam those fleecy fields, and cull the "^flowers 

That bloom recess'd in yonder beds of light. 

Hush! Hark! What terror-smitten sound is that, 

E'en though it be a whisper ? Hark, again ! 

Alas ! upon the giddy height of joy 

I cannot rest and dream. What voice is that? 

It tells me that upon this precipice 

I might roll down Sleep's river to her sea! 

Yes, down this earth-incline with other streams! 

Oh Fear ! dread messenger, 'tis thou art nigh ; 

Thy wrapping cloud-robe the horizon blots. 

And oh! that voice so hollow and so chill, — 

So weird, that even silence seems to yield 

Reluctantly ! It groans from mystic grots. 

That echo, answer, and anticipate. 

Oh! yonder waiting, yet impatient Sea, 

Calm with the purposed meaning of a storm. 

As the horizon smiles intent to aid. 

Yet gathering clouds in wrinkles of that smile. 

And oh ! that Sea beyond all other seas ! 

Where no horizon greets the gazer's eye; 
And oh! ye earthly horrors, palpable; 
And oh ! ye howling horrors of the mind ; 
Ah Storm! thou hast awaken'd fully now; 
Oh Fear ! thy voice is terrible indeed. 
Oh little bark on yon tempestuous ridge! 
Oh hapless voyager! oh where to land? 
Oh Youth upon the ocean wide of Fate! 
The gale behind, the waiting rocks before. 
How shall the morrow greet again thy way? 
How shall the sunlight look upon thy home? 
Where shall thy bed be in the morrow's night? 
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Night ? 'tis Upon me now ; and where the storm ? 

And where the mountain Danger? Where the sea? 

Ah!' I' have reached the vale of Peace again, 

And Heaven's silver soother greets me now ; 

Sweet Orb, the centre and circumference 

Of pure serenity, I now can gaze 

From this enchanting valley, while my soul 

Can safely hear the sermon preached by thee ; 

But if I once attempt a rivalship. 

And madly deem to catch the subtle shape, 

Of mystery, and bathe these fleshly eyes 

With Heaven's concealed infinity of light. 

By scaling where the crag fades in the blue, 

Even Hope shall fly, scared by the breath of Fear ! 

Sweet solacer, I read thy shining face, 

Thus speaks it to an humble questioner: — 

" Live calmly in the valley, like the lake. 

Live happy in the shadow of the hill, 

Live singing, like the wild bird in the brake. 

Or soar direct to Heaven, to take thy fill 

Of inspiration, for thy fullest song; 

But think not by thy toiling limbs to climb 

O'er pathways for to them belong 

No trace of Heaven, nor is it Hope sublime 

That rests thy trust in any earthly thing, 

But thine own counterfeit that takes his place. 

Full skilfully when he away doth wing! 

Yea 1 soar direct for glory, and through space 

The King of Heaven shall hold thee in thy flighf 

And thou shalt shine before the shining sun 1 

Nor feel ashamed, but be, ere Heaven is won. 

Robed with the vesture of immortal light 1 " 
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JOY. 

Oh Joy! I call thee from the breeze, 

With perfume fraught ; 
Oh waft me to the sapphire seas 

Of happy thought. 

I call thee from the smiling flowers, 

In beauty dress'd ; 
Oh waft me, with the flying hours. 

To love and rest. 

I call thee from the blue-robed stars, 

That soothing shine 
Like beams of grace, through prison bars,- 

Oh make me thine. 

I look around, the breeze is fled; 
The flowers are there, but they are dead. 
The happy stars have ceased their reign; 
I call for joy ; — I call in vain ! 



:o:- 



AT LAST. 

Oh mortal of the tearful eye. 

And care-imprinted cheek. 
Think thou must heave a last sad sigh, 

One last farewell must speak; 
Shutting thine eyes, shut out thy tears, 
On clay, that heeds nor hopes, nor fears. 
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No more the fever-pulse shall beat 

To rock a brain of fire. 
Nor winter cold, nor hectic heat 

Disturb the rapt desire 
That soars on wings of incense-breath, 
While jarring atoms strive beneath. 

Then mortal of the tearful eye, 

And care-imprinted cheek, 
Restrain the tear, suppress the sigh. 

Hold on in patience meek; 
Still hope, howe'er thy lot be cast, 
That peace shall come, not late, though last! 



:o:- 



LONGINGS. 

O LIGHT that shines afar! 
O love's most perfect sphere! 
O for a spirit's car, 
A spirit's vision clear. 
To see and not to fear ! 

O flower that blooms on earth ! 

O Beauty's shape divine! 

O for a spirit-birth, 

To blend my soul with thine, 

In love's pure dew to shine ! 

for a joy that's dead. 

And reach 'd its harbour long! 
A glance at Hope that's fled, 
An echo of her song ; — 

1 hear, and I am strong! 
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SPRING TEACHINGS. 

In brightness laughs our beauteous world. 

Beneath Spring's morning beam, 
Our thoughts are like the flowerets pearld, 

Reflecting SoFs bright gleam; 
And rivers laugh, and gaily dance, 

And breezes whispering pass, 
Each leaflet casts a golden glance, 

And blithely waves the grass. 

For though a cloud may shade the skies, 

To mar Creation's bliss. 
Thought-beauty in the heart will rise. 

And make new happiness ! 
For Memory dwells on Beauty's scene. 

And Hope enkindling shines, 
And joy to come, with what bath been, 

In one bright web combines. 

The birds will build in bush and tree, 

And woo with artless song; 
Melodious rivers carol free. 

Nought stays the joyful throng: 
For lovely sound, and lovely sight, 

That point the soul above, 
But teach us, with example bright. 

To hope, to work, and love! 
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WINTER AND SPRING. 

I. 

Sadly the redbreast sang, 
As he sat on the leafless tree, 
'Twas a Winter's noon, and his wild notes rang 
With a chastened melody. 

. II. 

O sad is the heart's low song, 
In Earth's Winter, cold and drear, 
And the sweetest words of the pen and tongue 
Are at best but a sigh, or a tear. 

III. 

Blithely the skylark sings. 
As he soars to the luminous sky. 
Tis a bright Spring morn, and his music rings 
As his pinions Heavenward fly! 

IV. 

Oh joyous the hearths sweet song! 
On Hope's wings it soars to the skies. 
As in tuneful bliss, it bears along. 

To where Love's joy-clad morn shall rise! 
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THE END OF SUMMER. 

Now golden Summer prime has fled, 

The sun's warm beams are failing, 
The mournful gale sings "Summer's dead," 

The river's voice is wailing ; 
She lieth on her shroud of leaves, 

While spirits fair are sighing; 
The bosom of the meadow heaves, 

The sapless boughs replying. 

Yet mourn not ! Summer only sleeps. 

No shroud of death is o'er her, 
And Beauty still a vigil keeps. 

Above, behind, before her: 
Hail, Autumn ! Summer's eldest-born ! 

Thy tints of varied lustre ; 
Thou art as Heaven's bridal morn, 

When love's fair fruit shall cluster! 



•:o:- 



THE ECHO. 

Hark ! the Echo, faintly clear. 
Answering unask'd replies, 
Seeming now far off, now near. 
Till, faltering, it slowly dies, 
Oh ! had we echoes from above. 
With repetitions loud and long. 
To echo every word of love. 
And breathe it to the world in song! 
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THE LARK AND THE PILGRIM, 

Oh is there a rest 

For the pilgrim tired? 

Some downy nest, 

For the soul that aspired? 

On Earth, never! 

Above, for ever! 

The lark soars above, 
Low on Earth is his nest, 
We dwell on Earth, 
Above to rest; 

Above, for ever ! 

Below, never! 
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THE ROSY SMILE OF LOVE. 

Oft have I watch'd on Summer morn 

The sky in beauty clad. 
The dewy fields, the wavy corn. 

When all was gay and glad. 
Yet Nature, in her brightest hours. 

By river, field, or grove. 
Can never match, with all her flowers, 

The rosy smile of love. 

The blooming Summer-morn of life, 

A glorious sun can boast; 
When Love's own rays are flowing rife. 

O'er hours a joyful host; 
Then round us floats a balmy air. 

And skies are blue above, 
It wakes Life's fragrant flowers rare, 

The rosy smile of love, 
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Ah 1 could you see, as I have seen, 

With love my only light, 
My sunny ray, on morning's sheen, 

My starbeam in the night. 
With me you'd sing, that fairest flowers, 

Smiling in field or grove;, 
Can never match in sunniest hours. 

The rosy smile of love. 



-: o :• 



WHEN. 

When shall I string my lyre again. 

And strike it boldly, as of old. 
When careless fingers cull'd a strain. 

Of music wild, yet manifold? 
When shall I string my lyre anew? 
When youth comes back, and cares are few. 

When shall I look upon the beams 
Of pleasure's sun, to gi4d my song? 

When dead hopes dance, in living stvexms 
Back to ihy sight, a happy throng : 

When the thin veil of life is rent 

By Fate's last arrow, surely spent 1 
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REST. 

How sweetly sleep the song-birds in the groves, 
How calm the pulse of Nature, for the heat 
Of day is past, dhd scarce a shadow moves. 
Who would nojt live, such scenes as this to greet? 
Who would not love — to win a rest so sweet? 

Picture the miser on his feverish bed, 
How Mammon brooding long o'er him has sat; 
Say, who would envy his care-pillow'd head, 
His earthy mind, his nearly soulless state? 
Ah ! who would toil to win a rest like that ? 

Behold the Christian warrior's triumph done. 
His glorious conquest over Error's power. 
His goal attain'd — a crown of glory won. 
Ah, gaze again ! ' Tis Rest's serenest hour, 
Oh glorious triumph ! Earth its praise repeat. 
Who would not die to gain a rest so sweet? 



-: o :• 



THE KING OF TARSUS. 

. (Seethe old Ballad "King of Tars.") 

When men of high estate will disagree 
Dire consequence may follow, most indeed 
If love be in the case. Of all sweet things 
Harmonious in themselves, not one creates 
More discord than this purest joy of life; 
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For though Love's concord is as Life itself, 
To be desired by all, above all things, 
Love*s anger oft may cause relentless death, 
And scatter desolation o'er life's ground. 

The Soudan of Damascus sat alone. 

And was partaking his first morning meal. 

When forth into his hall his servants came. 

And falling on their knees these words they said: — 

"The King of Tarsus in his hatred dire 

Has spoken bitter words of thee and thine. 

And says before his daughter you shall have, 

A tide of blood shall saturate the plain. 

For he will slay thy barons every one." 

And when the Soudan heard these menaces 

He rent his robe, and look'd as he were mad; 

His beard he tore, the hair upon his head 

As well, in furious passion uncontrolled, 

And said, " My sword right soon shall work my will ; " 

And all day long, and all the waning night. 

He work'd his schemes, and plann'd unceasingly, 

He forthwith sent his messengers in haste 

To bring his barons, to hold conference; 

And when they were assembled in the hall. 

From greatest unto least, thus them addressed: — 

" My nobles, your advice I have to ask ; 

Surely the Christian King has done me wrong, 

For I have sought with every tenderness 

His daughter but to love, and be my care. 

Have I not pleaded soft and long with him? 

Have I not sought by every honest means 

To show my love? Has he not had my oath 

That I will honestly fulfil my trust, 

And give her every happiness I can? 

But nothing melts the hardness of his heart. 

For now he says in battle he will slay 
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Myself, and all my barons, in his wrath. 

But by my love, and by my sacred baths, — 

Once used for love, now love with hate combined — 

He yet shall rue that ever he was bom, 

Before his words to action are completed," 

The warriors promised to be staunch and true, 
And any moment ready for the fight; 
And when they next assembled in the hall 
Twas at a feast prepared to honour them. 

Now when the King of Tarsus heard of all, 

He gathered up his hosts from every side. 

And on the day of battle march'd to field, 

The Soudan, with a numerous host, arrayed : 

With flags, and gay accessories of war. 

And ali the land around the scene of strife 

Gleam'd with the shine of helmets, and the flash 

Of shields, a glaring spectacle to view. 

The King of Tarsus came, in sombre pride, 

With many knights, of aspect threatening ; 

And now they both assaiFd, the battle raged 

Most furious, and direful to behold. 

The Soudan^s was the host more brave and strong. 

And his was all the battle. His men flew on. 

Dashing the King of Tarsus' army down; 

But when the King of Tarsus saw all this. 

His heart unto the size of madness sweird, — 

Riding up to the Soudan, with hot speed 

He struck a blow of unimagin'd might, 

And feird him from his horse unto the ground 

But soon a number of the Soudan's men 

Perceived it, and rode briskly up to him. 

Standing to guard, that none should injure more. 

And when upon his horse he had been placed. 

He sprang like unbound fire upon his foes, 



I 
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And many a helmet of the Tarsus side 
Belonged not then unto a living head ! 
And many a vacant saddle might be seen, 
And many a knight lay under his own shield! 



The King of Tarsus fled to his own land ; 
And there was great rejoicing for a month 
By all the Soudan's men, for victory won. 
And as the King of Tarsus in his hall 
Was sitting mourning for his loss of men, 
His daughter came, and kneeling at his feet 
She urged him, saying thus : " Give thy consent. 
And let me be the Soudan's wife, for this 
Can stem the tide of bloody woe; oh heed, 
So that the battle may in gladness close." 



:o:- 



JOV AND SORROW. 

I THOUGHT I heard a spirit say, 

"Why live you thus from day to day? 

Happiness is only seeming. 

Pleasure only found in dreaming ; 

Joy a myth, but sorrow real. 

All that's lovely is ideal." 

Then flashed a music-stream of light 
Upon my thirsty ear and sight ; 

Or else I hear some spirit say, 

"Birds are blithe, and flowers are gay, 

Stay this sadness, thou art dreaming, 

Bliss is real, sorrow seeming. 



IJO lO THEE. 



** If thou canst love thy fellow-man, — 
If thou canst soar, and freel)r scan 

The wonders of the realms above, 
Joining to Heaven thy earthly love,"^ 

Thou hast of joys a shining store, 

And hearen alone can give thee more." 

"Look downward, only part you see; 
Yet 'tis a part both fair and free. 
Ix>ok upward, and Joy's sunny beams 
Shall feed thy sight with golden streams.' 



■:o:- 



TO THEE. 

To Thee! to thee my muse shall sing; 

And oh, what hallow'd song is thine! 
The suh which nurtures everything 

Has warm'd no love so bright as mine. 

A song-bird sits quite mute and sad; 

Upon a willow-tree; 
While Nature all around is glad. 

Bright, beautiful, and free. 

Could he but see thee pass his way, 

Seraphic joy he'd know ; 
And like the sun's intensest ray, 

His raptured song would flow. 

And so with me. I saw thy face, — 
That glimpse! what rapture did it bring. 

Now gloom to joy has given place — 
I will, I cannot help but sing. 



THE SKYLARK. 15.! 



WOODLAND. 

A BREEZY throng of voices undefined 
Wakes 'mid the waving boughs; the chorus swells 
In rapturo.us gushings with the running brook, 
Then whispprs like soft voices, in our dreams ; 
Sweet spng and fragrance float upon the wind; 
Each beauteous thing some happy story tells, 
The azure Heaven is robed with one bright look, 
And music blends with bliss 'mid sunny beams. 

Now comes a lull. Calm is the scene, and still, 
A drowsy paradise of dreamful joy 
Is felt and seen in everything around^ 
And rapture most intense in its repose. 
Then shrieks the magpie, hollow, clear, and shrill. 
Startling the grove ; quick leaps the squirrel shy ; 
Then Nature breathes content in murmur'd sound; 
The stream of life in sunlit beauty flows. 



-: o: 



THE SKYLARK. 

Now Earth is opening to the view, 

In dewy morning's earliest hours, 
Whose light reveals each lovely hue 

That crowneth skies, and trees, and flowers. 
Sing and soar, sweet bird, in gladness. 

Nature bids thee now rejoice; 
Earth should have no hours of sadness 

To the thankful heart and voice. 



15^ THR VAU.EY OF GLXX)M. 

Thy song doth greet the morning blooms, 

All beauty centres in thy strain; 
God's sunlight all thy heart illumes, 

And streams out song o'er hill and plain. 
Fan the sunbeams with thy feathers. 

From thee shower thy pearls of song, 
Memory shall throughout all weathers 

Hoard them with her Summer throng! 



-:o:- 



THE VALLEY OF GLOOM. 

DSEP, and still as a well, 
And wide, though deep; 
How the shadows creep ! 
And the wind, as it blows, 
Tolls like a bell ! 
And the sweep of the gale 
Makes a soften'd wail. 
In each sullen yew. 
Now the lead-like sky 
Seems to heave and sigh, 
And the looker's brain 
Has a gloomy pain. 
Now the pulse is still. 
And the air is chill, — 
And coldness and calm 
Prevail in that place — 
And weird witchery, 
Like a serpent's eye. 



FALLING LEAVES. Ijj 



THE EVENING OF THE YEAR. 

Skies are dull and leaves are isear, 
Winds beat faint in deathly fear, 
The presence of decay is here : 
Night is o'er us, come away. 
Let us sleep and dream of day. 

Mournfully the breezes sigh, 
Mournfully the streams reply, 
Lazily the shadows lie: 

Shadows cover Earthly night, 
Let us dream of Heavenly light. 



: o: 



FALLING LEAVBS. 

Mournfully falling, 
Quivering like fear, 
Past life's recalling, 
Sapless and sere. 
Not only in Autumn, 
When sunlight grows less. 
While shadowy footsteps 
Life's pathway impress ; 
Through dull or gay seasons, 
In night-time or day. 
Some bough is forsaken. 
Some light fades away — 
Some hopes have departed. 
Some clouds shade the sky, 
Some raindrops are falling, 



)S4 SPRING. 



Some tears dim the eye. 
Rise, rise, stricken leaves, 
On the zephyrs upborne, 
To the land where the sun 
Gilds ethereal mom! 
Alas! to the earth 
Ye are falling again ! 
Oh ! would ye could mount 
With yon lark's happy strain ! 



: o :- 



SPRING. 

I. 

Tis lovely, midst the cloudless skies, 
When through the air the swallow flies. 

And love begins to sing, 
By Nature's scenes to muse and think, 
And from her bounteous chalice drink, 

The rapture of the Spring. 

II. 
With forms of beauty all around. 
And breezes laden with sweet sound, 

By meadows, groves, and streams, 
And shapes that catch the spirit's sight, 
And bathe it in a full delight, 

Beyond the bliss of dreams. 



^be Drouobt anb tbe IRain, 

(From the ITALIAN of TASSO.) 



THE DROUGHT AND THE RAIN. 

(from THE ITALIAN Oi? i' ASSO.)- 

• ■■ . I. , • •••^ ■•■. • ••■ . 

In ruling heaven is quenched each favouring sphere, 

The cruel stars alone iare reigning now, 

Whence streams a baleful influence everywhere, 

The very air is heavy, as the brow 

Of thunder, yet without the thunder's tear, 

In this part, and in that, the stifling glow 

Of sullen skies makes dreadful day and night, 

And both grow on in sorrow and in blight. 

The sun arises in a burning flame. 

And ruddy vapours found him, and before ; 

Oh never since he owned his fiery name 

Has he foretold a time of evil more! 

After his shining hours linked all the same, 

He only sets as in a sea of gore, 

And never has he shed his baleful darts 

To wake such fears, and thrill such fevered starts! 

III. 

^Vhile thus his beams diffusing from on high,' ' 
Wherever eye can turn, or reach :— behold 1 
The flowers dry up, their leaves droop pallidly. 
The grass shrinks perishing within the rhould, 
I I'he earth crat:ks miserably, the sea growS dry. 

All things beneath in this hot wrath are rolled; 
The sterile clouds like wandering fires are spread. 
Their moving makes earth's shuddering more dread 



1 
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IV. 



The sky is as an angry cruel stove, 
No reassuring hope shines in the glare, 
No zephyrs from their silent coverts rove, 
No more the tremulous waving of the air, 
There only stirs a flame-like sultry move 
From the choked sea, to call it wind none dare, 
So heavy and so hot to face and throat. 
Struck equally as these dread stirrings float. 



v. 



Nor yet do shades of night more solace yield, 
But give back heat in dark reflex of day ; 
Of meteor flres in dread dark-hanging field 
Of 'pressive heaven, and comets* awful ray 
Is woven the veil, the unprotecting shield; 
Nor to the soil the morn concedes to stay 
Her dewy distillations; grass and flowers 
Wish vainly the elixir of their hours. 



VI. 



From the unquiet night sweet sleep is chased:— 
Sleep that persuaded flattering, from her cell 
Herself is driven, and comes not back in haste, 
But worse than all, hot thirst makes night a hell 
Because Judea's wicked king, has placed 
Poison and horrid essences as well: — 
More than infernal Styx and Acheront 
Turbid and black he makes each drying font. 
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VII. 

Siloa's little stream so brightly spread 
That to the Frank its graceful treasure gave, 
Now with scarce trickling droplets decks itar bed 
And mocks with scanty solace all whe crave; 
Nor Po, that May to fullest flowing fed 
Can tempt a weary eye-glance with a wave, 
Nor Ganges, nor the seven-palaced Nile, 
Who, bountiful, makes Egypt's pastures smile. 



VIII. 



Past visions of the thick umbrageous shore, 
Where silver water lit the leaves to life, 
Or dashed precipitous with muffled roar 
Through Alpine ways, or slowly, without strife, 
In Sylvan passes paced: — these evermore 
Awake hope dyingly with torment rife. 
So that their cool and pleasant contrast gives 
Dry parching to the brain that throbbing lives. 



IX. 



The swarthy limbs of warriors robust. 
Which never quailed beneath an iron load. 
But seemingly were born for conquering thrust, 
Never to faint upon the sounding road, 
Now placid be, as if achoke with dust, 
A useless weight and limp as weeds long mowed; 
And in their veins the hidden fires torment 
Till fevered burning life is almost spent. 
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X. 

The noble courser, late so fuH of fire, 
Takes languidly the grass once loved so well, 
His feet shake ' wearily, his neck's proud ire 
Now feebly hangs like faded heather bell; 
What now his victories in l>attlc dire? 
He has no passion for the trumpet swell \ 
The guerdon harness and caparison 
Are common loads his weary back upon. 



XI. 



And languishes the faithful hound whose care 

For his dear master and his home is spent. 

He lies extended panting like a hare 

And draws hot breath which hotter forth is sent, 

But nature's liberal gift spread everywhere 

To temper the heart's heat ebullient, 

Now feeds the fire that thirsts to he allayed, 

Fierce burning, hopeless, and of hope afraid. 



XIT. 



So sickened all the land, to such degree — 

So many horrors all the people had — 

Tho' faithful yet— despairing victory — 

Fearing worse evils — ^prophets of the sad — 

On every side is lamentation free — 

Slow — withering now — and now as desperate-mad :- 

What more hopes Godfrey? who can him regard ?- 

Since unto death we go for Fate's award. 
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XIII. 



Whence is the force that may subdue our foes 
In their complete defences fortified ? 
Who to invent a plan the secret knows? 
Does Godfrey think Heaven's wrath these ills betide? 
And in his mind adverse to us there flows 
Thousands of portents new all magnified? 
Meanwhile the sun burns so that even hot Ind, 
Or Ethiop, needs less, the cooling wind ! 



XIV. 



So he esteems it but a little thing 

That we, a throng despised, droop on, to die, 

Base useless souls not worth the sorrowing. 

Provided he has proud authority; 

Because to reign can some advantage bring, 

And soften even here hard destiny; 

So seeks he to retain his high command, 

The worse for us who parch beneath his hand. 



XV. 



For Rumour says : this man we trusted most, 
As pious and of heart and soul humane. 
Forgets the misery of his faithful host. 
Holds high his head from us, in spirit vain, 
And seeinp^ stream and font are now as dust 
Unto himself brings Jordan's crystal vein, 
And with a favoured few in banquet fine, 
Mixes the river with the Cretan wine. 
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XVI. 

Thus spoke the French; but the Greek captain, tired 
Of following their standard, furthermore : — 
"Wherefore, he says to die, is here desired? 
What matters if my men go not before? 
If in his folly Godfrey still is fired 
To him and his the harm, and at his door: — 
Why suffer we?" and so, without permit. 
At night departs and makes no word of it 



XVII. 

Moved the example many, as at day 

Twas noted, and still others purpose make: — 

The followers of Clotar and Ademay, 

And other chiefs, now dust, that cannot wake: — 

Because their fealty's debt has passed away, 

Absolved by Death, who living bonds can break :- 

These treat of flight, and many, after all, 

Part furtively at dusky evening's fall. 



XVIII. 

Godfrey who notes these acts and murmurings. 

So well demanding remedies severe. 

But yet to him abhorrent, rather bnngs 

Faith, that can seas and mountains move, to bear: 

In rapt devotion to the King of Kings 

To ask the fountains of his graces, there. 

He clasps his hands and flames with holy zeal. 

And eye and lip strain heavenward in appeal 
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XIX. 

Father and Lord, if in the desert wild 
Thou for thy people let the sweet drops fall; 
If, by the mortal hand of thy own child 
Thou brok'st the rock, which answered musical 
With singing waters, comforting and mild; 
Renew for us thy power majestical, 
And if our poor deservings merit naught. 
Thy grace complete our failing act and thought! 



XX. 



They wait not long, these sighs of holy prayer, 
That come from just humility's desire, 
They fly to heaven and cut the sultry air. 
Like swift-winged birds, and in God's face aspire! 
The Father fathers them with loving care, 
And pitying draws unto his faithful nigher; 
He feels their sorrowing hours, and weary weeks. 
And speaks : Oh listen, The Almighty speaks ! 



XXI. 



Long time have languished my beloved defenders, 
In perils and afflictions manifold, 
Opposing arms and Satan's dark pretenders. 
Temptations dire, and more than human bold, 
I change it with a fiat, that surrenders 
Past ill to die, and newborn bliss unfold ; 
Let rain come down, and may the conquering chief 
Make Egypt's host his glory, end his grief. 
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XXII. 

So speaking he makes sign, and Heaven quakes, 
The wandering orbs and fixed, throb reverence, 
Also the air and wave-ploughed ocean makes 
Obeisance through his breadth and continence ; 
Each mountain nods and each dark cavern shakes ; 
See, from the left comes thunder-lightning thence, 
The people greet the flame-led thunder-tone 
With life-lit orbs and glad voice of their own. 



XXIII. 

Behold quick clouds, and not from earth arisen ! 
Too dry, so lately shrivelled by the heat, — 
But from the sky : — itself the holy prison 
That opes its doors, whence they below retreat ! 
And sudden night locks up the day's emission, 
All things in shadowy embraces meet ; 
Follows the rain impetuous, and there flow 
The rivers from their beds, so parched till now. 



XXIV. 

As in all summers, when the wished for rain 
Falls welcome on the glad receiving ground, 
The flocks of ducks, loquacious scarce contain 
Their hoarsely speaking joy; with murmurous sound 
They spread their wings, the cool drops to sustain; 
They paddle softly, then they turn them round ; 
And where the copious waters deepest fill 
In diving, they assuage the longing will, 
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XXV. 



So shouting in the falling drops, anew, 
That pitying sky sheds plentifully now. 
Gaily the people all the aspect view ; 
As much upon the dress, as on the brow 
They welcome the kind waters sparkling hue; 
Some drink in glass, some helmets, none care how. 
Some dip the hand and some the temple lave, 
And prudent some in vase the liquid save. 



XXVI. 

Not only man rejoices, and repairs 

His flying mischiefs in a hopeful flood. 

But pallid earth, so long tormented, shares, 

The first and fullest in the flowing good ; 

Each gaping fissure fills, and treasure bears 

Along, and inward through each vein subdued; 

And freely to the grass and flower supplies, 

The moisture whence their youth renewed shall rise 



XXVII. 

And, as an invalid whose vital sap 

The fever shrunk, but now is passed away, 

And disencumbered of all evil hap. 

That all the burning body seemed to flay : — 

Earth freshens, and restores herself: — to cap 

With garlands and bright flowery vesture gay ; 

And quite forgetting all her suffered wrong. 

Thrills into health, that sweetly wakes to song. 
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XXVIII. 

Then ceases quite the rain, the sun returns 
But mildly shoots on earth his temp'rate beams, 
With healthful bearing ; and he only burns 
As April's ending, or as first May gleams; 
Oh sweet subduing Faith which freely earns 
The power to chase all evil things like dreams, 
Triumphs o'er rigid seasons, obstinate, 
Conquers malefic stars, and cruel Fate! 
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t)is I6minence CarMnal mewman writes to 

Mr. Sturges : — 

The poems are eloquent and graceful 

Striking for their terseness and point. 

" It is pleasant, albeit not easy to criticise this volume 
— pleasant, since there is in it so much to admire ; not 
easy, because there is so little to condemn. Mr. Sturges 
won his poetic spurs years ago, and the Pegasus he now 
bestrides is no rough, raging, untamed steed, given to shy 
and jib and run— or rather, fly — away. Its coat is glossy, 
its paces are right rhythmical, its flight is the serene and 
steady soar of conscious power. Hence all the poems 
comprised within the covers of Mr. Sturges' book are 
spasmless, and free from the eruptional blemishes which 
some modern poets misconceive to be the true signs and 
tokens of poetic fire. But they are more than this. 
Graceful rather than strong, round-outlined rather than 
muscular, many of them barely escape being exquisite, 
and one or two of them are excusably ambitious of per- 
fection. What can be sweeter than the lines to "The 

Seraph of Dreams " ? commencing : — 

Laden with roses, floating in light 

Tremble them over me ; 
Shake on my couch, as I slumber to-night 
Soft leaves to cover me. 



REVIEWS, ETC. 

Or what more delicately fashioned than the poem "When 
Summer Winds"? which we herewith append in its too 
short entirety : — 

When summer winds are laid asleep 

And flowers are still in rest, 
And all things a mute reverence keep, 

And bless from being blessed. 

Then is the time of growing calm, 

That slowly swelling on, 
O'erfloods the spirit like a psalm, 

That joins two worlds as one. 

Then let us drink the living stream, 

That in the strife of day 
Our souls may rest as in a dream 

Of something past decay. 

Mr. Sturges and his Muse are fortunately mated, and 
at present nothing inharmonious threatens their divorce. 
May they long be happy !" — London Figaro. 

" The Angel of Love^ and other Poems. — This is not 
professedly a book of religious poetry, and the author is 
quite unknown to us, but we have perused his fugitive 
leaves with great pleasure, for they contain pearls of true 
poetic thought, blended with the expression of deep 
devotion. The author does not, like too many modem 
votaries of the muse, despise correct rhythm and genuine 
English. What is better still, he seems to have drunk at 
the font, not only of Catholic sentiment, but of Catholic 
Faith and Divine Love." — Tablet. 

"It is long since I have come across so charming a 
volume of verse as the * Angel of Love and other Poems,* 
written by a local poet, Mr. R. Y. Sturges. From cover 
to cover the stanzas are replete with the most delicate 
thought, graceful harmony, and ethereal imagery, they are 
truly refreshing in this age of dreary common-place, and 
among all» the one which is entitled 'Broken Notes' 
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seems by far the most delightful, though one of the 
saddest of the song-bird's efforts. To all who can 
appreciate high thought wedded to perfect rhythm, I 
would say, get Mr. Sturges* volume at your earliest 
opportunity." — Saturday Night. 

" *The Angel of Love* makes us regret that the custom 
of recitation has gone out ; it would be exactly the proper 
publication of these pleasant stanzas to be read aloud 
some fair May Sunday to a congregation of fair souls." 
— Academy. 



«(' 



The Lute,' *When Summer Winds,' and *The Seraph 
of Dreams' strike us as very perfect in their way. Will 
give delight in not a few cultivated circles." — Noncon- 
formist. 

"There is a certain charm about each which cannot 
fail to impress the reader with the beauty of the author's 
ideas." — European Mail. 

"*A Twofold Dream' is one of the most delicious 
specimens of modulated rhythm that has been published 
for some time." — Land and Water. 

"A freshness and originality of style that is striking 
and attractive, and indicative of poetic genius of a high 
order." — Reynold^ Newspaper. 

"Much natural power and poetic feeHng. Shows a 
talent worth cultivating." — The Month. 

" It is seldom that I can praise with so much cordiality 
and justice as I venture to do in your case. Many of 
the pieces are very beautiful, especially some that are 
only too short." — The Author of Proverbial Philosophy. 

"A volume of verse: * The Solitary' being the princi- 
pal part. There are some excellent lines in the poem 
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— lines that show the author to be a thoughtful, earnest 
man. In *The Solitary* we find the stem, austere 
misanthrope brooding over his loneliness and lovelessness. 
By-and-by, there comes a message of love and friendship 
to him from across the seas, and he is vanquished. His 
gloom disappears, and he is ready to confess that from 
hating his fellow creatures, he loves them all. The con- 
cluding lines run thus : — 

Reader, the sad beginning oi this slury 

I had not told thee but for its bright end; 

That teaches us how gloom is capped with glory 

And heavenly radiances with shadows blend, 

Their golden beams unto the clouds to lend, 

Till all be blent in best cerulean skies 

Where Rapture reigns and storms no more contend, 

And Love's perfection greets our glad surprise ! 

And Peace with rainbow flag salutes our happy eyes ! 

The phrase * Gloom capped with glory' reminds us of 
the extremes of light and darkness we see, sometimes, in 
the magnificent stormy sunsets of the early autumn, when 
the solid bank of purple, inky clouds, behind which the 
golden sun is sinking, is surmounted — edged, as it were, 
with the gorgeous flame-coloured hue, which art can never 
faithfully represent, and which no poet can adequately 
describe. Such seems to us * Gloom capped with glory!' 

Some of the poems are excessively graceful. The 
following is a trifle light as air : — 



COME ! 

Come, with a smile upon thy face, 

Thy hair set free ; 
Let it flow around with sweetest grace 

Entwining me. 

Come, with a voice like a mountain rill, 

Set music free ; 
It shall flow to my heart with trembling thrill 

Entrancing me. 
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Come, with a rose on each twilight cheek, 

And a starry eye; 
Soften my joy till it cannot speak 

Save in a sigh. 

Come, with that pure, ethereal crown 

On that lily brow ; 
Mingle my soul and my thought with thine own, 

An eternal vow. 

The following, also, are full of melody : — 

THE WINDS. 

Wind that blows across the meadows 
Painting mystery with shadows. 
Waft my soul to where thou blowest. 
Regions which thou only knowest ! 

Wind that maketh meloily, 
In the branches as they sigh. 
In the ripples of the river. 
Make me one with thee for ever ! 

Wind that fans the wasted cheek 
Into dimples round and sleek. 
Steep my soul in breezy breath. 
Fan life's fire from spirit-death ! 

Wind that curls the wavy ocean. 
Mix with mine its dire commotion. 
Mould all sorrow with the wave. 
The foam its shroud, the deep its grave ! 

Wind that wafts the clouds along 

To the march of wild bird's song, 

Gently sway my wandering feet, 

The heavenward steps of saints to meet ! 

Wind that kisses dewy flowers. 
Wakening in them music's powers, 
In melody my eyelids close, 
Kiss me into sweet repose ! 

There is a freshness in these efforts, that is inspiriting. 
There is some of the stuff of a poet in the author of this 
volume. Mr. Sturges may, with cultivation, make no 
icU^ name in the field of poetry. He has earnestness 
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and thought, and a graceful, airy fancy. The expressions 
are often crude; — ^and let us warn him against that 
terrible stumbling block — comic verse. There is nothing 
so appalling as inferiority — even mediocrity in that line. 

We conclude our brief notice of Mr. Sturges' offering 
to the reading public with this little fancy of his: — 

THE LARK AND THE PILGRIM. 

Oh, is there a rest 

For the pilgrim tired? 
Some downy nest, 

For the soul that aspired ? — 
On earth, never ! 
Above, for ever ! 

The lark soars above. 

Low on earth is his nest, 
We dwell on earth, 
Above to rest — 

Above, for ever ! 
Below, never ! 

" Mr. Sturges must not allow himself to be forgotten. 
His muse deserves cultivation." — JJoyd^s News, 

The Angel of Love and other Poems — It is refreshing 
in these days of feverish and over-busy life to meet with 
a volume of pure poetry, For although small in size, the 
work before us is rich in poetic thought of a high order, 
and overflowing with true feeling, while freshness and 
grace pervade its pages from first to last. Each separate 
poem in this volume seems to us a pleasant bower, 
within which the reader when tired and weary can take 
refuge from the cares and troubles of his daily life, and 
sit down beneath the shade of beautifully intertwining 
thoughts, and find not only rest and peace, but inspiration 
and encouragerhent. His Eminence Cardinal Newman, 
we see, describes Mr. Sturges' poems as " eloquent and 
graceful,'* as well as "striking for their terseness and 
point." And to the mind of the writer it is just this 
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terseness and point, which, added to beauty of thought 
and depth of feeling, constitute the peculiar charm of Mr. 
Sturges' poetical talent. It is not often that we find in 
modern poetry — ^at least, in the poetry of our own day 
— these several elements united. 

Take, for instance, the following little poem, consisting 
of but two verses, as an instance of what we mean ; . 

OLD AND NEW. 

Why is old love just like new love ? 
Because the only love is true love ; 
And though years may pass away, > 
Love has one sweet summer day, . 

Why is new love just like old love ? 
Because true love is still untold love ; 
And though time in love be sped, 
All the best remains unsaid. 

Or again, these lines from the " Voice from the Altar," 
on the higher love of Him, Who is Himself Love, and 
of Whom all earthly love is but the faintest type and 
shadow : 

Ah ! canst thou turn thy face from Me 
Mv son ! if I should turn from thee, 
Whatever shouldst thou do; 
Could creature-loss thou yet hast known 
Leave thee as much as that alone, 
Could aught my place renew? 

Behold these hands, these feet of mine, 
This heart, this brow, where wounds combine. 
Lit up by love's pure beam. 
Go, quit them for a daintier sight, 
Forget them, leave them, lose them quite, 
They shall not break thy dream. 

• • • • • 

Thou canst not watch with me one hour 



Beneath my shadow's healing power— ^ 
I merit not thy heart ! 
Go, seek the softest floral road 
And bury in the moss thy load, 
Ff^rewell ! I now depart. 
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Ah, no ! I see thou canst not go. 
In this my house, love folds thee so. 
And shields thee round about ; 
Thy wearied heart Til make a heaven, 
Where sorrow touched with finest leaven 
Is joy — transformed throughout. 

Here,, too, is a true thought tersely put from the poem 
on " Mutability : " 

Oh stormy words ! oh blood -red hands, when all your strife is 
spent, 

That changeless thing you cannot reach is its own argument. 

Yet, every mad discordant voice, through every faction's range. 

Makes this true charge against the Church : " You know not 
how to change ! " 

And yet they charge the Church wkh change, to justify their 
state» 

Though they were born of anarchy — nor offer to abate. 

So true it is that God, to show one truth, entire and strong. 

Makes falsehood own itself to be by words of its own tongue. 

Mr. Sturges is, if we mistake not, an admirer and a 
student of that unjustly forgotten poet, Richard Crashaw. 
There are turns of thought and even of expression 
in these poems which often remind us of him. We say 
this with no intention to blame; quite the contrary; 
for no sweeter singer ever lived, or one more undeservedly 
neglected and forgotten than Richard Crashaw, whose 
youthful muse was nursed on the banks of the Cam, and 
who died Canon of our Lady's House, at Loretto, on 
the shore of the Adriatic. Nay, glad indeed should 
we be, if these words of ours should be the means of 
guiding many other hearts to the study of his poetical 
works. 

The selections we have made from the poems of Mr. 
Sturges are by no means from the best or the most 
beautiful. These we have purposely kept back, that the 
reader may purchase the volume for himself, and 
gather enjoyment from its perusal. — Catholic Monthly 
Magazine, 
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The Editor has perused Mr. Sturges' new volume 
with unfeigned pleasure ; many of the poems are 
marvellously full of nature and poetic fancy, while the 
poet's flight is not above the comprehension of the 
meanest intellect. The subjects, too are delightfully 
chosen. We are very proud that we have attracted such 
a spirit to the Penny Miscellany. Those of our 
subscribers who are fond of true poetry will find no 
common treasure in the possession of "The Fourth 
Heaven." — Penn Miscellany, 

There is considerable power exhibited in these poems. 
"The Solitary," a composition obviously inspired by 
Shelley's " Revolt of Islam," thrills with nervous and 
heavily melodious lines. Frequent felicities of rhythm 
and of expression indicate a crictical care of composition 
full of promise, recollecting the richness of the soil to be 
worked. Mr. Sturges' lyrics are crisp and dainty. His 
diction, radiant as amber, beautifies the thoughts it 
enshrines. Of his sonnets we cannot speak in terms of 
high praise. They fairly exhibit the peculiarities of the 
poets they celebrate ; but they stand stiff, like brocade. 
Mr. Sturges' muse is happiest when she is most unfettered 
by ornamentation. — Leader. 



. I 



J\ 



! 



i 



i 



